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TALE 


' by Andrew Kent 

Here’s seven of those wild Arabian nights 


is, on tho edge nt the Aral)ian desert nearest 
tile Mediterranean, a harem. 1 here is notliing esjie- 
ciallv reniarkalile aliont it. \ lie few sheiks who have con- 
tinued to keep up their seraglios are for the most part 
the unreconstructed conservatix es, who have not sold out 
to the oil interests, and are therefore poor, at least in 
I the ordinary way of sheiks. Instead of marble, the palace 
is made of sandy colored cla\" brick. 1 he garden is small, 
'watered bv a poor well-fed stream running the length 
of it, and the plants are ordinary roses, instead of the 
e.Kotic flora we associate with .\rabian nights. Their 
harem, therefore, is not a magnificent spot of over- 
whelming oriental splendor, but a (luiet, sligbtly ^eed} 

I enterprise serxing onlv to bolster the self-esteem of an 
aging, somexvhat retiring old .\rab xvho has seen vastly 
superior dax s. 

There is, hoxvever, one remarkable fact about it. I hat 
is that its wdinen, of which there are some txveiity or so, 
are entirely x'irgms. .\'ot only are they all xirgins, but 
they are completelv innocent. 1 hex' do not, in a xvord. 
knoxv XX here babies come from. Or let us say. until the 
time of this story, they did not. 

The reasons for this remarkable superabundaiicc of 
])iirely innocent girls xxas perfectly simple. 1 he old sheik. 

{Continued on ncj:t pugc) 
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whose name is Raschoun al h'aris ha'] <n liis time been 
a man of consHleral)le hist ; a man. in fact, who spent 
the greater part of his life entertaining himself after the 
fashion of sheiks. That is to say, he slept, ate, listened 
to the pretty tingling of a strange stringed instruments, 
and made love regularly twice a day. 

Not only was he a lusty gentleman, but highly fecund ; 
and during his time he produced some hundred and 
twenty-five children. Statistically this seems impossible. 
But consider that over forty women passed regularly 
through his bedchamber, and it is not hard to see that 
over a period of years he could conceive this large crop. 

^\11 good things must come to an end. The end for 
the sheik occurred when he suffered, in the course of a 
duel, an unfortunate wound, which reduced him to the 
shell of a man. Shortly thereafter he turned to Chris- 
tianity. Moslems cannot drink ; as a result of his mis- 
hap, there was little pleasure left in life for poor Ras- 
choun outside of the bottle. He took to drink in a mam- 
moth way, desperately nursing his destroyed ego, and 
paid little attention to the world around. 

His first step was to empty his harem; the sight of 
forty lovely women about which he could do nothing 
except look drove him to distraction. He sold the girls, 
dismissed the eunuchs, and sent those of his sons who 
still lived at home off into the world to seek their for- 
tunes. 

Most of his daughters had been married off. But at 
the time of the closing down of his harem there were 
still twenty young girls left. Some were mere children ; 
others were well into their teens. Despite his sheikly 
])o\\ers, Raschoun was not an unkind man. He did not 
want to sell his little girls into slavery. He therefore 
hired an old woman as his nursemaid to raise the chil- 
dren, as he sat iiouring date w ine throughout the long, 
hot days. 

In due course, the old woman died. But by this time 
some of the girls were in their twenties. The sheik mere- 
ly came out of his study long enough to instruct that 
the older ones were to look after the younger. Then he 
went back to his bottle. 

1 le had, however, done one other thing. Due to his 
unfortunate di.sability, he had become violently re.sent- 
ful of any reminders of the ordinary relations of man 
and woman. Love was an anathema to him. He therefore 
eliminated from his library, from his murals, from the 
mosaics on his walls, any suggestions of lust, sex, and 
IMurience. 'I'he little girls thus grew up with the vague 
idea that babies came from heaven without the interven- 
tion of any human agency. They had, in a word, barely 
heard of men, and never of the wonderful ways of a 
man and a maid. 

At this point in our story we must bring on stage a 
red-haired traveler in arms and armament. The repre- 
sentative of a small munitions maker in Connecticut, he 
moved throughout the desert .selling weapons to those 
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sheiks w ho still kejit small, pri\ ate armies. His name was 
Jerry McRherson, and he was a tall, lanky, freckle- 
faced, fun-loving man, forthright in his approach to 
things, but not overburdaied with principles. 

One baking hot desert morning he drove up to the 
palace in a jeep, unloaded his sample case, and all un- 
aware of the situation within, knocked on the door of 
the palace gates. 

Picture his astonishment when the gate, rusty from 
disuse, squeaked open. Before him lay the rose garden. 
'I'he twenty young maidens, garbed only in the thinnest 
of gos.samer through which their lovely limbs were en- 
tirely visible, worked among the roses, plucking off dead 
leaves, hoeing the earth with tiny tools, or simply lying 
upon the soft turf in attitudes of rejiose. Before he 
could recover his presence of mind, he dropped his 
sample case. 

'I'hen (|uickly he picked it up. Instantly the girls were 
around him, their soft thighs and firm, plainly apparent 
breasts uncomfortably close to him. Boldly he stepped 
through the gate and took off his sun-helmet. “I would 
like to see the Sheik,” he said. 

"'riie Sheik, our father,” said the eldest of the maid- 
ens, a sloe-eyed girl of twenty, rich with pliant flesh, “is 
asleej). But please to come in and we'll awaken him. ' 
She batted her long eyelashes. "We do not often have 
visitors.” 

'I'he girls, unaccustomed to visitors, did not know 
what to do. 'I'he Sheik, their father, as they well knew, 
was full of licpior, and could not have been awakened 
for Kingdom Come. "As you wish,” said the eldest. 

Jerry sat down under a small date tree, thinking to 
himself, "My damn what a pretty sight. I hope the 
old boy never comes around.’’ He was non-plussed. It 
was extremely unusual for any sheik he had ever heard 
of to leave his women unguarded. Here they were not 
only unguarded, but practically naked. But he was 
surely not about to say anything. 

'I'he girls went back to their work. From time to time 
they shot him curious glances ; their dark, glowing eyes 
constantly turning on him. I'or a man was a strange 
and interesting sight in their garden. 

Jerry cotinued to feast his eyes to the fullest. Here 
was one little girl of sixteen whose warm, sunny flesh 
appeared naked as she dipjied and bent around the rose 
bushes. And here another twisted and turned, pulling 
the silk of her gown tight about her as she attempted 
to extricate it from a thorn it had caught on. 

Gradually the girls began to slow their working pace. 
They did not know why; a golden glow was suffusing 
them, a sense of good luck and well-being; a light, de- 
lightful feeling of happiness, pleasure, joy — they didn't 
know what, except that it somehow related to the red- 
headed man in their midst. By degrees, they stopped their 
work, to stare at him and move in his direction. In the 

Continued on page 50 
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Latest rage in the well scrubbed Parisian set is to 
relax with a Magnum of champagne while watching one 
of France s most beautiful (39-24-37) women do 
a soapy strip. The girl’s name is Candida and her 
act is one of the most sensational and sensual strips 
in the history of that graceful art. 



1) Candida warms up her audience 
with a kiss while the stage hands 
warm up her tub with hot water. 


2) As the boys in the back row stand 
up to see what’s going on . . . Candida 
starts to swing into her act. 









4) “Rub-a-dub-dub” hums our dolly as she scrubs behind 
her . . . ears. No matter how the authorities look at it, hers is 
the cleanest act in show-biz since Mary Martin ‘washed that 
man right out of her hair’ eight times a week in South Pacific. 

Unlike Miss Martin, Candida frequently catches cold as the 
result of the contribution to the arts. Reason: French night 
spots and cellar clubs are cold and drafty! Only Candida’s ex- 
cellent physical condition keeps the sniffles down to a mini- 
mum. 


3) Candida’s only stage prop is this 
authentic 18th Century antique bath- 
ing pot. Made of copper with a black 
enamel trim, the tub has a special 
rubber mat inlayed in the bottom to 
prevent Candida’s slippery feet from 
skidding. 

Candida first got the idea for her 
novel act while vacationing in Italy 
one summer. While on a walk in the 
country side she came upon a girl 
taking a bath in a secluded stream. 
The graceful movement used by the 
young girl to wash herself, inspired 
Candida’s night spot act. 





Parisian 


girl’s name 


is Csmdida 


5) Cold drafts and rambunctious 
patrons aren’t the only hazards the 
dripping dolly has to cope with. 
There’s also the problem of making 
the soap suds stick to the skin. Our 
gal Candida does it with a special 
formula lather that she had devel- 
oped by a well known chemist 

friend of hers in Paris. 

After countless experiments (to 
see if the suds would stick) the 
chemist and the chorine finally 

came up with the right combina- 

tion. However, the only way to get 
the super suds off is to take a 
rinse in . . . Champagne. 

Because she’s built like an unre- 
constructed Rebel Fort, Candida 
has received innumerable offers to 
appear in almost every country on 
the globe. She has plans to make a 
trip around the world one of these 
days but she doesn’t want to come 
to the States. When asked why the 
slippery stripper replied; “Ameri- 
cans just won’t appreciate my ver- 
sion of this fine art.’’ 

No? Just try us honey! 

Meanwhile, Candida has been 
kept busy in the nightspots and 
bistros of her native Paris. And al- 
though most of the clubs are cold 
and drafty she’s going to stick it 
out to . . . the end. 






by Arthur Fowler 
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Their virginal love became a volcano of passion 


JJURING the middle of August a sadness began to 
grow on Jimmy French. The days were hot, and 
long, and the sweet smell of grapes began to come up 
along the fences beside the road. He wished he never 
had to go back to the city ; the summer was too lovely 
to end. 

He did not know, as he stood in the middle of the 
meadow feeling his sadness that the girl was watching 
him from a place in the maple tree where she had 
climbed. 

He had never been in the country before; that is to 
say, he had never been for more than a day or so, when 
he visited his Aunt Lillis at Christmas, or over the 
Easter Holidays. All his life he had lived in the hot, 
brutal stink of the city, the hard, dirty look of which 
wore him down, beat him down so that sometimes he 
could not stand it. Then he would run out of his fa- 
ther's house and sit all day in a movie, wondering at the 
lives that were lived on the celluloid film. 

But this summer was dififerent. This summer his Aunt 
Lillis took him up to the country, because with his 
Uncle dead, she needed somebody around the place, to 
help with the work (which was not much) and to keep 
her company until she could get a girl, get somebody 
])ermanent with her. Jimmy had swum in the ponds, and 

(Continued on next page) 
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Slowly he said, "I’ll take 
off my clothes if you will. 






rnn thrt-\igh ~he soft, thick grass of the nrea'icw s, shout- 
ing, and tunrbling over and over in 'he grass; had run 
through tire little pine forest on the hill above the house, 
or picked wild strawberries in the fields. 

He was lonely, a little. That was true. His Aunt kept 
saying, “You must be lonely with no other children 
arou.u.b” But he always said, “No, Aunt Lillis, I don t 
mind,’’ 

He didn’t.. In the first place he was not a child, he 
was sixteen, and that made a difference. In the second, 
he was happy to be alone, to be able to move about with- 
out ])utting on a hard face for the gang in the bktek, with- 
out having to pretend he was tougher than he was. So 
he ran in the woods, or lay down by the little streams to 
comfort his face with cool water. And in the evenings, 
when it was chill, he sat by the fire and read until he 
was sleepy. It was a wonderful summer. 

Now it was August, and he was losing it. He w as op- 
pressed by a sense of loss. It came to be the middle of 
August, and then the end of August, and then finally it 
was September and he had only a day left, hull of pain 
at the thought of going to the city, he walked all the 
(piiet places he had found, measuring them, trying to 
soak them into his skin so that he could bring them back 
to the city with him, 

I hat was why he did not see the girl until she was 
standing nearly in front of him. He had been sitting on 
a mossy jilace just above the little stream with his feet 
dangling in the water, concentrating on the cold, sharp 
feel of the movement. Suddenly she was there, in front 
of him. 

Her hair was dark brown, cropjred close to her shoul- 
ders, Her light blue tee-shirt pulled tight over the' line 
of her small, erect breasts, and her shorts were rolled 
up high on her hips. Her legs were tan, and smooth, but 
flecked w ith little golden hair where the pieces of sun- 
light dickering through the trees fell on them. 

Quickly, he jumped up. She started. She was as sur- 
prised as he was to find him there. “Hello,’’ he said. 

She .said nothing, but looked left and right around 
her, as if searching for a path of retreat, 

“Don’t be scared,’’ he said, “I didn’t know anybody 
came here. Is this your land?’’ He gestured around at 
the woods and trees. 

She nodded solemnly, but said nothing. Her eyes were 
still darting frantically around, like a rabbit dodging a 
car’s headlights. 

"I didn’t know. I hope it’s all right to come here?’’ 
Suddenly she spoke, the edge of hoarseness in the 
tone, as if she had not s])oken for a long time, “It’s all 
right,” she said abruptly, “It doesn’t belong to me. It 
belongs to my grandfather,’’ Then she turned, and be- 
gan to back away. “I have to go,” she said. 

“No,” he .said, “Don’t go, please,” She was the pret- 
tiest girl he had ever seen. He was frantic to keep her 
there. "Please don’t go. Please don’t be shy. I’m not 
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anybody. I’m not anybody to be frightened of.” 

She stopped reluctantly, and turned back. Truculently 
she raised her eyes from the ground. “Pm not scared 
of you.” she said. 

“I didn’t mean to say that,” he said. “You just look- 
ed scared." 

For a moment they remained silently facing each 
other across the stream. Finally Jimmy said, “Where 
do you live?’’ 

She gestured behind her. “Over there. Behind that 
hill.” 

"Do you live here all the time? Or do you just come 
in the summer ?" 

“Always,’’ she said. She sounded sulky. “Always . 
live here.” 

Jimmy felt a little as if he had caught a wild, fright- 
ened rabbit, with whom he must be absolutely gentle, 
lest he s])lit its heart with fear, “W'ould you like to sit 
down?" he said, “You could sit on that side, and I’ll 
sit here.” 

Reluctantly, as if she were afraid a snare would close 
ou her if she were not careful, she sat. On his side, 
Jimmy sat, drop])ing his feet back into the stream, Ihe 
girl was sitting w ith her legs curle<l up under her, and 
the light falling through the trees passed yellowly back 
and forth across her naked thigh. Suddenly she unfolded 
her legs, kicked off her moccasins, and splashed her bare 
feet into the pool. “It’s cold, she said. 

“It comes from the hills back there, ’ Jimmy said, 
“It’s always cold.” 

“I know that,” she said crossly. “You don’t have to 
tell me that.’’ 

“I’m sorry. I forgot you live around here.” 

Now she was kicking her feet in the water, splashing 
little silver flakes up into the air, not near to Jimmy, but 
as if she wanted to touch him w ith the water. "I know^ 
who you are, too,’’ she blurted. 

Jimmy was astonished. “How- do you know me? 
"My grandfather told me. He always knows what s 
going on. That’s all he ever does, sit around and* gos- 
sip with old ladies.” 

Suddenly, without reason, without understanding, 
Jimmy was full of a need to comfort the girl, to gentle 
irer, to hold her ever so lightly, so softly, as if he had to 
shield her from an inexplicable sorrow, from some 
violent pain. But he did not dare cross the pool to her, 
lest she fly away. 

Instead, he asked her about her family; .she told him 
that she lived with her grandfather, who would not let 
her go out, who would not let her go into the little village 
unless he was along, who would not let her do anything 
she wanted to do; who had raised her, and was so vio- 
lently jealous of anyone’s touching her that he did not 
allow' visitors to the house. 

Continued on page 52 
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and then refill them with a dosage of 
twenty times their strength. And then 
that morning, as she packed his bag 
for his “business” trip, he slipped 
quietly into the bathroom and sub- 
stituted the two iethal capsuies for 
the pair of harmless ones that lay 
on the bottom of the bottle. The cap- 
sules, of course, would dissolve, and 
from the amount of barbituate in her 
organs, the coroner would have to as- 
sume an overdose of sleeping pills was 
responsible for Angelihe’s death. What 
else? And by the time the sorrowful 
telegram reached him in his Chicago 
hotel, he would have his alibi firmiy 
estabiished. 

It was perfect, and yet he was an- 
xious. It was 11:30 when he checked 
into his hotel. Directly he went up- 
stairs. The bellboy put his suitcase on 
the little rack. There was a fifth of 
liquor in it; for a moment he thought 
of having a drink before he cailed 
Angeline. Then he thought better of 
it. He did not have the time. He cer- 
tainly did not want to wake her as 
she was falling to sleep. 

She ^vas annoyed when she answer- 
ed the phone. “I’m going to bed, why 
are you calling now?” 

He began to sweat. “I just got in to 
the hotel. I wanted to make sure ev- 
erything was all right.” 

Everything’s all right, of course ev- 
erything’s all right.” She paused, and 
he could hear the yawn coming over 
the five hundred miles of wire. He 
smiled. “I’m sleepy enough so I think 
I’ll get a good night’s rest for once, 
without you kicking me,” she added. 
Then there was a long pause. He wait- 
ed. Her voice came soft and siightly 
querulous, as if she could not under- 
stand something. “I’m so sleepy,” she 
said. Then there was another long 
pause. He waited. Finally he heard the 
sudden rattle of the phone dropping 
into the wooden floor. He hung up. 

And now, he thought gleefully, for 
that drink. His step buoyant, his 
movements elastic, he laid his hand 
on the top of the suitcase and pressed 
the latch. 

The smack of the explosion broke 
his face before he could really hear 
the tremendous roar of the dynamite 
in the suitcase going off. He had just 
time to think: “I underestimated her 
at last,” and then he died. 


H e did not really begin to get an- 
xious untii the train was coming 
into Chicago. He knew that in a half 
hour Angeline would be getting into 
bed. He pianned to call her at 11:45, 
just before she got into bed, to make 
sure she had taken her pills. It was 
her usual habit to retire at 12:00, and 
she was unlikely to change her routine. 
If anything, Angeline was a woman 
to whom routine meant everything. 
It had been, certainly, one of the ma- 
jor causes for the dismal, dreary round 
of habit their marriage had become. 
He knew precisely what she would say 
from one minute to the next. Not only 
that, he knew precisely what she would 
think from minute to minute. In- 
variably she started the morning say- 
ing: “I couldn’t get a wink of sleep 
last night with your tossing and turn- 
ing.” And from then on she would go 
grumbling and complaining through 
the daylight hours, burdening him 
with a vast weight of her infinitesimal 
annoyances, as if she held life itself 
against him. 

“You underestimate me,” she would 
whine petulantly. “You always under- 
estimate me; you never give me my 
due.” 

“Bah,” he would shout. “You won’t 
go out; you won’t do anything except 
nag at me.” 

“You underestimate me,” her whin- 
ing voice would fade out. And he 
would go back to his papers, dismiss- 
ing her as far as possible from his 
mind. 

And yet when he suggested a di- 
vorce, she was shocked. “I know you 
hate me, but one does not get a di- 
vorce; one suffers through. You can 
consider yourself stuck with me,” she 
said. And it was then that he first 
began to mull the problem of her 
sleeping pills. He had been clever 
about it, without a doubt. He had 
counted on her habit. She always took 
two pills every night without fail. She 
aever deviated. It had been therefore, 

1 matter of counting out the number 
jf pills in a bottle, dividing by two, 
ind arriving at the number of days 
t took her to finish a bottle. It had 
)een even simpler to empty two of the 
diminuative capsules of their powder. 
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No man could satisfy 


the lonely divorcee so . . . 


THE 


^HARLIE knew that the woman lived down at the 
end of the street, next to the garage. On days when 
he walked down there to play football the field back of 
the garage he sometimes saw her standing there in her 
blue cotton dress and high-heeled shoes, Charlie thought 
she looked funny standing in the middle of all that 
grease and oil, with her good clothes on and all, talking 
to A1 Cyzarik. 

He wondered what they talked about. A1 Cyzarik 
was nothing but a guy who worked in a garage. There 
was nothing in that. Why would a beautiful woman 
with high-heeled shoes and long blonde hair want to 
talk to A1 Cyzarik? 

Xo matter what, Charlie was glad she had called him. 
Her name was Mrs. Benton. Mr. Benton was never 
around. At least nobody had seen him. She worked 
downtown in The h red C. Moore Insurance Agency, 
Charlie didn’t know what doing. 

She called up Charlie because she wanted somebody 
to cut her lawn, non- that it w as summer. Charlie was 
fifteen, and he was pretty big. Charlie cut lawns most 
of the summer. He paid board to his mother. His father 
w.as dead. His mother was hard put to make ends meet. 
So in the summer Charlie paid board. In the winter, 
his ma said, he could figure getting good marks in 


TROUBLE 

WITH 

MRS. BENTON 


by Franklin Martin 
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school would count the same as paying' board. 

Charlie's mother didn't like Mrs. Benton. “She's a 
bad person,'’ she said. 

"Why?" Charlie said. 

"I don't think a single woman ought to be living 
alone like that. It isn't a good thing for the neighbor- 
hood." 

Charlie didn't understand that. Why shouldn’t a 
single woman live alone if she wanted to? 

.\nyway, Charlie went down to see her about cutting 
her lawn. He stood on the porch, ringing the bell. In 
the sun, it had been hot; but in the shade by the door, 
it was nice. 

-\fter a moment Mrs. Benton came to the door. 
“Hello. You're Charlie." She smiled, and let it sink in. 
"All right. Charlie, come on in and we'll see about it.’’ 

Charlie followed her in and then across to the kitchen 
in the back of the house. She was wearing a pair of 
pants, some kind of slacks, and just a blue sbirt like 
the one A1 Cyzarik wore at the gas station, but open 
pretty far down, because of tbe heat. 

Mrs. Benton sat Charlie down in the cool kitchen. 
“How about a coke. Charlie?" she said. “It’s pretty hot 
today, isn’t it?’’ She smiled again, sweetly. “I think I 
might have a beer, myself." she said, 
coke would he fine," Charlie said. 

“All right, Charlie," she said. “You have a coke 
and I'll ha\e a beer and we can talk business.'’ Then 
she got the bottles out of the icebox and opened them. 
-Vfter that she sat down at the white enamel table with 
cracked places in it, and looked at Charlie. “Whew it 
is hot, isn’t it?" she said again. 

'I’he way she was sitting. Charlie could see the part 
between her breasts where they met. like a little crease 
in a pillow. He was proud he was looking at the crack. 
It was something he could be proud of telling the other 
guys later on. He wondered if she had a brassiere. 
Charlie had seen plenty of brassieres in stores and 
things, but he had never seen one on a real woman. 

Mrs. Benton wanted to ask him a lot of questions. 
Charlie figured she wanted to know if he was reliable, 
and all. Most of the people he worked for cutting grass 
knew him; they knew that he was reliable. He had a 
good reputation for cutting lawns right, not leaving big 
skips in the grass, or forgetting to cut under the places 
where the bushes drooped over the lawns. But he guess- 
ed that Mrs. Benton didn’t know about hini; She want- 
ed to know if he went to school, and did he go out for 
sports, and what all the kids around did for dances and 
parties; things like that. Charlie couldn’t see the sense 
in all the questions, but he answered up politely, like 
his mother always wanted him to. 

After awhile IMrs. Benton decided she would have 
aiTpther beer, and asked Charlie if he wanted a coke, too. 
Charlie said he would. He didn’t really want it, it was 
making him belchy. But he took it for politeness. And 


then they figured out about eutting the lawn; when 
would be a good time to come, and how much he ought 
to get paid, and where she kept the lawn-mower. Things 
like that. 

Mrs. Benton wanted him to cut the grass Saturdays. 
Charlie didn’t want to. Since he wasn’t in school during 
the summer, he’d just as soon work during the week, 
and take Saturday off. But iMrs. Benton said she had 
to be there to unlock the garage for him ; and she 
couldn’t be there during the week, because of her work. 
Charlie figured that didn’t make any sense. She could 
have left a key out for him : or even left the mower out. 
Around there, nobody could ever steal anything. Then 
he said good-bye. and left. He figured he had been there 
almost an hour. It seemed like a long time to be talking 
to a grown-up. 

So every Saturday morning he came over and cut the 
grass. He started coming early. He liked to finish up 
in the morning, so he could have the afternoon to play 
ball, or fish, or whatever anybody was doing. 

The first tinie he came Mrs. Benton wasn’t even up. 
He had to ring for awhile, and then she came down, 
all wrapped up in a bathrobe. Her hair was in a mess, 
and her eyes didn’t look right, like she had been crying, 
or didn’t get enough sleep, or something. She gave him 
a key, and he got the lawnmower out, and cut the grass. 

After that she was up eating breakfast when he 
came. She always asked him to sit down and have a 
cup of coffee, or some doughnuts, or something. She 
would be wearing the bathrobe, tied around the middle 
with a belt, and the top part would be open enough so 
he could see her breasts pretty clear — enough to know 
that she wasn’t wearing any brassiere. 

T'nat was the way it went in June. In July it was hot 
and dry for a week, and the sky was bright blue. Friday 
night it began to cloud over, and on Saturday morning 
it was sullen and threatening. Charlie hoped it would 
either rain, all day, or not at all. He was going to the 
movies in the afternoon. But if it rained in the morning, 
and was clear in the afternoon, he would have to cut 
Mrs. Benton’s lawn after lunch. He went over early to 
get it done before it started to eome down; if it was 
going to. 

Mrs. Benton asked him to stop for coffee; but he 
didn’t. He was in a hurry to get finished before the 
rain came; if it was going to. He got the lawnmower 
out of the garage, and started to work. 

After an hour the clouds were thicker and the breeze 
was cold. He knew it was going to rain. He figured it 
might rain for a couple of days, from the feel of it. 

The first drops came at io:oo; a slow, steady drizzle, 
not enough to make him stop working, but enough to 
get his hair wet. After a bit the drizzle slowed, stopped; 
but then it began again, harder. 

Charlie pulled the lawnmower up on the front porch, 
and stood there, trying to figure out if it was going to 
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let up again, or not, in which case he might as well go 
home. 

lie uas standing thinking about this when Mrs. Ben- 
ton came out onto the porch. She was still wearing the 
bathrobe. It seemed strange to Charlie. It was pretty 
late in the day for a woman to be going around in a 
bathrobe. “Hello,” she said. 

“I m just waiting to see if it’s going to stop raining.” 

“I see,” she said. She shivered. “You might as well 
wait inside where it's a little warmer.” 

"Thank you,” Charlie said. He followed her into 
the bouse, and back into the kitchen. 

“How about some cof¥ee?” .she said. The front of 
her bathrobe had opened up more, and he could see a 
lot of her breasts, the crease part, and a lot of the 
white mounds. It made him feel funny to see that; no 
woman ought to let her breast show like that, he thought. 
He was embarrassed. He wanted to turn his head away; 
but also he wanted to look. He liked to look at them, 
e\en though it made him feel funny. He kept looking 
down at his coffee, cind then glancing up quickly at her 
front. He hoped she didn’t see him looking. 

She wasn’t drinking coffee herself. She was drinking 
beer, .\fter a minute she got up and mo\-ed her chair 
aiound the table to the side where Charlie was sitting'. 

C harlie couldn't think of why she did that. 

"Do you mind if I sit here?’’ she said. 


“Xo,” Charlie .said. He began to feel real fimnv. He 
began to feel that something funny was going to hap- 
pen. It was strange that a grown-up woman would want 
to sit that close to him. He wanted to go; and he wanted 
to stay. 

She drank a little of her beer. W’hen she tipped her 
head back he could see all the way down the front of 
her robe. He could see all of her breasts. That w as the 
first time he had ever seen something like that. “Char- 
lie, she said. "Do you mind if I ask vou a fumw ques- 
tion?” 

He wished she wouldn t keep asking him if he minded 
things. “X'o,” he said ]tolitely. 

"Do you go with girls?" 

He blushed, embarrassed. “I guess so,” he said. 

Sure. Sometimes he took the girls from school to 
the movies. Or a bunch of them danced at somebody’s 
house. Sometimes he kissed the girl he was with. He 
never went any farther than that. ..\round there, you 
never tried to mess around. I f you wanted to mess 
around you went to another town, and tried it with 
some girl t'ou picked up on the street. But the guys 
Charlie knew, they never had the nerve to do that. That 
was for the bigger guys. 

Do you kiss them ? ’ she said. She said it fast, as 
if she was really interested. Charlie couldn’t understand 
t\hy a grown-u[) would be Continued on page 56 
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'%■ -■ '^HE were tw-f^hundii-ed l)rothels'. ''Eier 
dartusand registe'^d prostitutes. Tfi^e 
tonks, cal)arcts, wiiie-barrel rooms, dance 
'.•■’H \vas dope, diamonds, steaming hot Spanish food, pa- 
f rades^l)arties, picnics, fish fries, and of course, swo len 
■■ , torrents' of hot music. At no other place, m no other 
time>has; humankind put up for sale such an incredib e 
divet-sltv of sin in^such a small area. 

And "the king of it all was a tall, powerful cornet 

plaver named Buddy Bolden. ^ ^ > 

■ •The place, of course, was Story ville. New Orleans 
;b :. legal stewhouse of sex. 'I'he time was the twenty years 
A following 1896, when Alderman Sidney Story got his 
vice ordinance through the City Council. Seeking des- 
v.V i;eratelv to stem an ever-widening pool of sin and se- 
■y ductioin the city fathers of New Orleans had finally 
vg ' settled upon a plan to localize prostitution to an area ot 
thirty-eight blocks centering upon Canal Street. They 
thus unwittingly created a sintown to top all smtown; 
" a wild, bawdy, revelling place where all bars were down, 
and anything was for sale. And in the same motion they 
-V. constructed a hot. vibrant womb for the nurturing of 
America's first, fragile attempts to bring forth an art 

form of its own; jazz music. 

The earlv roots of jazz were numerous, complex. 









“’^ As the music got hotter, 

the girls began to strip and sing. 






I 


and diverse; suffice it to say they included the African 
rhythms and intonations of the Negro slaves; the spark- 
ling, staccato sounds of ragtime ; the rough, biting music 
of" New Orleans' famous street bands; and a complex 
web of work songs, hollars, spirituals, and hymns. No 
one man, of course, was responsible for inventing jazz. 
But the first known powerful personality to help shape 
the new music was Buddy Bolden. 

A tall, handsome man. Buddy Bolden was a barber 
by trade. Literate in an area where literacy was scarce, 
he ran a small gossip sheet called The Cricket, which in 
New Orleans never lacked for material. But the main 
causes of his fame lay in other areas, and they were 
two: sex and music. 

They said of Buddy Bolden that he was always ac- 
companied by three Nvopien ; and they were all satisfied. 
Certainly he acted as a magnet on the New' Orleans 
girls. A forceful, dominating, highly competitive figure, 
he took as his right almost worshipLil respect the w’om- 
en accorded him. He allowed no man to take his w'omen, 
and he allowed no musician to move his audience. John 
Robichaux’s was the best, legitimate Creole orchestra m 
the area; but Buddy Bolden could close down a Robi- 
chaux dance at 10:30. When he figured Robichaux had 
gone far enough, he simply stuck his golden cornet 
through a knothole in the building where Robichaux 
was playing, and blew a fast, high, incredible loud chor- 
■ us, and “called his chillum home.’’ 

To understand something of Bolden, it is necessary 
to look at the surroundings in which he lived. Storyville 
was a complete catalogue of sins, with a social structure 
to match the society in which it operated. At the top 
were the fabulous sin palaces, of which the best know'n 
was Lulu White’s. Here gorgeous Creoles serviced the 
needs of the rich New Orleans whites in an atmosphere 
of fantastic luxury. Anything a man w'anted. Lulu 
White had. There were special rooms completely lined 
with mirrors, where the customers could follow their 
own action from three sides. There w'ere arrangements 
for “special tastes.” There was even a team of a twenty- 
six-year-old mother and her eleven-year-old daughter, 
who came as a package for five hundred dollars. 

A cut below the great pleasure palaces where beer was 
a dollar a bottle, were the ordinary sporting houses. Here 
were the classic jazz pianists such as Tony Jackson, 
who wrote the song Pretty Baby (You can talk about 
your jelly-roll, but none compare with mine. Pretty 
Baby . . . ), and Jelly-Roll Morton, who sang: 

“See that spider, climbing up that wall. 

He’s goin’ up there to get his ashes hauled . . .” 
The sporting houses featured the Naked Dance. At a 
request from a customer, an astonishing beautiful Cre- 
ole girl would come out onto a small stage, and dance 
to the fast, hot-rolling sound of the professor’s piano. 
After that, there was no holding the men back. 

At the bottom of the social structure, in the economic 


depths of New Orleans, were the wine-barrel rooms, 
and dance-halls. The wine-barrel rooms were nothing, 
more than small storefronts equipped with huge barrels 
of cheap red wine, and a bin full of mugs. For a nickel 
a man could fill a mug from the barrels ; but unless he 
kept it full he would be tossed out on his ear. 

Besides all of this roaring explosion of sin, there were 
over three thousand crib girls, who owned nothing more 
than a bit of space in a wooden shack, and a mattress. 
The crib girls stood at the doors of their shacks, singing 
and shouting out, “Here's you jellyroll. Mister, to 
passing men. 

So numerous were the brothels of Storyville that a 
listing, the famous Blue Book, was put out. Lulu White 
even put out her own souvenir booklet, with pictures of 
Mahogany Hall’s finest appointments. Mahogany Hall, 
the booklet said, “is the only place where you can get 
three shots for your money : the shot downstairs, the 
shot upstairs, and the shot in the room.” 

Buddy Bolden did not play in the high class places. 
They did not go for that “dirty music,” sticking mainly 
to piano players who could rip off the fast rags and 
intricate operatic numbers the white customers like. But 
down in the barrel-houses in the rough, tough cafes like 
Spanola’s, and the Red Onion, or in the dance halls like 
Odd Fellows, or Tin Type Hall (a morgue by day, a 
dance hall by night) there Buddy Bolden blew out some 
of the first blues — hot and dirty. 

It is a gorgeous sight to see. All the men are wearing 
derby hats; the women in short, clinging, summer cot- 
tons. Above all, is the band, their faces beads with sweat 
from the steaming atmosphere, the effort of playing, 
and the prodigious cpiantities of licpior they drink to 
keep themselves going. In front of all. Buddy Bolden 
taps the bell of his cornet lightly on the floor for a 
starting beat, and then begins to blow a low, drag blues 
like “Make Me A Pallet on the Floor.” 

Suddenly the throng is up dancing, shouting. Oh, 
Mr. Bolden, play it for us. Buddy, play it.” 

And Bolden turns to the band: ‘Simmer down, let 
me be those feet.” Later, around midnight, the music 
begins to warm up. Suddenly Bolden rises up above the 
crowd : “All you bitches shake your asses, ’ he shouts. 
And he begins “Careless Love,” dragging the notes 
out slow so the dancers can grind and shake against 
each other. Then suddenly at four o clock in the morn- 
ing it is over. The men depart with their women, and 
the musicians pack up to meet their girls, who are just 
coming off work in the brothels. Perhaps Buddy, his 
girls coming along behind him, each carrying his coat, 
his hat, and his cornet, heads for Pete Lala’s, the mu- 
sicians hang-out, to eat, and drink wine, and see if any 
other musician is cutting his stuff. 

But nobody ever did cut his stuff. Buddy Bolden was 
King. At night, the stories say, the bold, beautiful 
sounds of his cornet carried Continued on page 56 
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'T^HE old bum Pete stood on the cor- 
-I- ner of Sullivan Street waiting. 
The man had said he would come at 
three, and it was nearly three now. 
His hands shook, and his eyes were 
wet. He had not had a drink for near- 
ly twenty-four hours. Anxiously he 
looked up and down the streets. The 
man had said he would give Old 
Pete a bottle and plenty else besides, 
all he wanted to drink. A nice young 
man, nice to Old Pete anyway. And 
he was going to give Oid Pete all he 
wanted to drink for nothing. 

Well not quite nothing. There was 
something he was supposed to do. 
Vaguely old Pete ran over it in his 
mind. The man would give him a little 
box of some stuff. Old Pete couldn't 
remember the name. Some medical 
thing, he figured. Scientific. That was 
all the rage, Pete knew. He didn’t 
know anything about it. Old Pete nev- 
er learned to read much, and couldn’t 
study up on things like the younger 
fellows. No matter. It took no brains 
to do this little thing the nice young 
man wanted him to do. Simple. All he 
had to do was take the little box and 
bring it up to the hospital. Old Pete 
was just supposed to say he found it 
in a trash basket. They’d give him a 
lot of money, and he and the young 
fellow would split it. And then he 
could have all he wanted to drink 
any time. His nervous hands shaking, 
he glanced up and down the street.’ 
At the bus stop in front of the hos- 
pital the young ward attendant, Emley 
Brown, held the grapefruit gingerly in 
a paper bag, and walked from his 
room to the elevator. He was dressed 
in civvies. It was his day off. To him- 
self he smiled. A day off; but a pretty 
penny he’d earn on it, too. 

It had been a simple matter to steal 
the tiny lead slip of uranium. All he 
had to do was take it out of the ban- 
dages as the patient to whom it had 
been tied slept, and push it under 
the skin of the grapefruit. There had 
been a furor, of course. But by the 
time it had been discovered, Emley 
Brown had been off duty. They could 
not possibly hold him responsible. It 
had been dangerous, no doubt. Even 
with the protective lead shield, lethal 
dose of radioactive material was given 
off. But if you didn’t hang onto it for 
more than a couple of hours at a time, 


you’d be all right. The grapefruit was 
an ideal hiding place. He had left it 
on his bureau with the uranium in it 
overnight, and now, as he climbed on 
the bus, it was still there. An ideal 
way to smuggle the hot stuff out of 
the hospital. He smiled to himself. A 
pretty lethal piece of citrus fruit, he 
thought. He was pleased with himself. 
The business with the bum was per- 
fect. The old man would turn the stuff 
in, saying he had found it in a gar- 
bage can. Everybody knew the bums 
scoured refuse baskets for food, or 
things to sell. Furthermore, the old 
guy couldn’t read. -When he collected 
the reward check, he’d have to bring 
it to Emley Brown to help him cash 
it, and of course Emley would tell him 
the amount was fifty dollars— not five 
thousand. 

On the street corner Old Pete saw 
the nice young man come off the bus 
with a package in his arm. Old Pete 
wondered what was in the packages, 
but he didn’t ask. Instead he allowed 
the nice young man to steer him into 
a bar, and buy him a drink. Gratefully, 
Pete drank one, then another, and 


then a third hooker of rye. The nice 
young man was teiling Old Pete some- 
thing, but because of the whiskey, 
Oid Pete couldn’t understand what he 
was saying. Besides, Old Pete had seen 
what was in the package. A grapefruit, 
whole and new, not like the busted 
ones that fell off trucks into the street. 
His mouth watered. 

Then the young man, who had 
drunk three beers, went into the men’s 
room. For a moment Pete stood, de- 
bating thickly. On the one hand, there 
was all the money the nice young man 
told him about. On the other hand 
was the grapefruit. The fifty dollars 
was a promise. The grapefruit was 
real, was evident, was solid and con- 
crete. In the world of Pete there was 
one basic rule: take the cash and let 
the credit go. Quickly he looked about. 
The young man was still in the men’s 
room. Then he picked up the grape- 
fruit. He was barely outside and - 
around the corner into a hidden alley 
before he began clawing at the thick 
papefruit skin with his teeth, suck- 
ing the rich, slightly bitter juices into 
his mouth. 
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Would you like to be a tutored 
tuba tooter if you were being 
tutored by this torrid tuba 
tooter? Well men, just as soon 
as Nancy gets enough tuba 
tutoring from her tuba tutor 
she’ll become an accomplished 
tuba tooter who will be qualified 
to tutor any other tuba tooter. 
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Would you like to be a tutored 
tuba tooter if you were being 
tutored by this torrid tuba 
tooter? Well men, just as soon 
as Nancy gets enough tuba 
tutoring from her tuba tutor 
she’ll become an accomplished 
tuba tooter who will be qualified 
to tutor any other tuba tooter. 





If the tuba ever becomes popular with the hip set, 
it will be due only to the efforts of lovely tuba 
tooter, Nancy Kirsten. While Nancy is still a novice 
at the fine art of playing the tuba she can still 
make the instrument look better than any ten 
musicians. 

Besides learning how to blow her own horn, Nancy 
has become one of the country’s top-notch models. 
Reasons: dark brown hair; long, lovely legs and a 
(37-24-36) fine figure. If these aren’t enough reasons 
VENUS presents all the others on the following pages. 



With a Hollywood contract in the offering, Nancy's future plans don't 
seem to Include her tubby tuba. "It they want me to play an instrument 
when I get to Hollywood," says Nancy, "they can teach me how to play 
the piccolo." 

Though she looks the picture of femininity, Nancy can also live it up in 
the great outdoors. She's an accomplished rider, and likes to go dude 
ranching when she can get the time. And don't get fresh, guys! She's a 
crack rifle shot. 








SEX EN GREENWICH 

mUGE 


by Shermzui Conn 


They don’t wear pants on the 
southern side of 14th Street. 


TT is commonly said that American girls go to Paris 
^ to make love. Caught between the millstones of inner 
desire and necessities of maintaining at least a surface 
respectability, they flee the Puritan confines of Des 
Moines, Seattle, Mudville or whatever narrow-minded 
province they were raised in, and head for a place 
where nobody knows them, and where the arts of the 
^ccuch are an acceptable social diversion. In other words, 
Paris is a place where they can get away with it. 

But Paris is a long, expensive way off ; and the cream 
of America’s fresh young beauties has found a Garden 
of Eve to cultivate much closer to home. This is, of 
course, Greenwich Village, the Bohemia of New York. 
And here, like Paris, they come because they can get 
away with it. 

To Greenwich Village they come in drov'es: buxom, 
heavy-breasted beauties from the Cheeselands ; slight, 
thin-hipped blondes from Fairfield County; soft, open- 
mouthed innocents from the South; big ones, little ones, 
fat ones, thin ones, they pour out of the hinterlands 
with a one-way ticket to Grand Central pinned inside 
their shirtfronts, and a letter, never to be used, to a 
Great-Aunt on upper Fifth Avenue. 

Ostensibly they come looking for culture. They will 
be sculptors, painters, poets, creators of mosaic tables, 
best yet, students of all the arts together. Unless they 
are well-supplied with money from home, they end up 
waiting on tables at Schraifts, or typing in an insurance 
company office. But it is all right. 1 hey lived in Green- 
wich Village. They are Greenwich Village girls. 

,\.nd why, just why is culture so marvelous? Very 
simple. Culture is sexy as hell. This particular point 
of view came about during the i92o's, when the Ernest 
Hemingway’s and 'l orn Wolfe’s began to write publicly 
al)out S-F-X, a subject which had been kept under 
wraps in America since the Civil War. Immediately 
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their books were banned; and immediately the banners 
were shouted down with cries of “Prude, Book Burn- 
ers,” and the like. And ever after, culture has been 
sexy. 

Therefore, a girl who can mantle her activities with 
the cloak of culture can behave, just as she damn well 
pleases. Kissing games? The old switcheroo? Naked 
dancing? It’s Art man. Art, and the finger-pointers are 
the really dirty, nasty people with the obscene minds. 

'I'he Greenwich Village girl comes in an assortment 
of packages, with an assortment of motives, most of 
them hair-raising. Let us cast, then, an objective eye 
over some of the more prominent. 

Take Pearlly. She is from the deep Mid-west, and 
she hates it with a passion unequalled outside The 
Brothers Karamazov. She hates her name, but she 
hasn’t the courage to change it. She hates her looks, but 
she hasn’t the courage to change them. She hates most 
of all, her own emotional construction, which deep down 
inside is strictly Midwest prude. 

Pearlly’s deflowering took jjlace about a week after 
her arrival in the Village, and it was probably the most 


difficult thing she had to do. Her date was her first 
one in the city, arranged by a room mate. A short, ag- 
gressive little man with a beard, he was perhaps twice 
Pearlly’s age, and not much more than half her height. 
But he was the genuine article, an artist ; that is to say, 
he had painted four pictures ten years ago,which were 
growing old on the bedroom walls of friends of his. 

Pearlly and the artist si>ent the forepart of the eve- 
ning sitting in a small bar, drinking gin and tonics and 
discussing mobility and tension. Then, when the artist 
figured she had enough of a bag on to be in the mood 
for special pleasures, he took her to his run-down apart- 
ment in a decayed area near Charles Street. The room 
was littered with bottles, dirty shirts, orange peels, and 
a half dozen dusty paint brushes. Pearlly, who was 
under no illusions why she had come, was determined 
to make success of her venture into womanhood. But 
every time the crucial point was reached, her deep down 
Mid-west instincts would fail her, and she would shove 
the diminutive artist off the couch. 

The artist, by this time both desperate and growling 
angrily, asked her point blank : “What the hell did you 




come here for ?” 

“I know,” she said miserably. “Why don't you get a 
bottle?” 

In the end she succumbed; but by this time it was 
four o’clock in the morning, the artist had exhausted 
most of his strength wrestling, and Pearlly herself was 
narcotized to the point of unconsciousness by whiskey. 
She was hardly aware of the ecstatic moment when it 
took place. And ever since she followed the same pat- 
tern : she must be drunk to be seduced, and has yet to 
really find out what it's all aljout. 

Phyllis is a different type altogether. A genuinely lib- 
erated ’’character, she likes sex, and she doesn't care 
who knows it. She is not especially good looking; but 
her figure is lush, and ripe, and well-rounded after the 
style of the classic nude. She is therefore in enormous 
demand. Her first experiences took place when she was 
fourteen, and they crept up on her totally unaware. An 
ingenuous, unwakened teenager, she was sitting calmly 
in a drive-in movie with a high-school youngster a 
couple of years her senior. On the screen. Gable and 
Grable were making love; suddenly she was swept l)y 
an entrancing, dominating passion, the most beautiful 
feeling she had ever e.xperienced. At precisely that mo- 
ment the young man, who was unaware of the time- 
I)omb he was setting off, gingerly pressed his leg against 
her. The time-bomb e.xploded. Phyllis nearly tore the 
shirt off the 'oung man’s back in her efforts to perform 
in the small confines of the car; and fifteen minutes 
later they were lying Ijack dazed, but blissful, unconscious 
of the movie, the car, or their dishevelled clothing. 

Phyllis, therefore, could barely wait until she was out 
of high-school before she fled to the Village. She had 
in the meantime become a practiced sexual partner, and 
her interest in New York lay in new worlds to conquer. 
Then she proceeded to stun the males of the Village in 
her most forthright fashion for several years thereafter. 

But now Phyllis is a special problem. In a word, 
she has had it. There is very little any man can supply 
her with that she has not yet experienced, and she wants 
now other things ; like a husband, a house in the coun- 
try, a station-wagon, a big setter, and above all lots of 
babies. Unfortunately, most of the men she would marry 
are either already married, or not yet ready to settle 
down. Every date has become a nigditmare for Phyllis. 
She knows perfectly well that she shouldn’t behave 
promiscuously with a future husband, since who is going 
to buy what he can borrow? But in the end her basic 
passion ruins her, and she usually comes through, after- 
ward swearing “Never again.” 

Jerry is probably the most complex of the Village 
types. Highly neurotic, her behavior is erratic and un- 
predictable. The product of a broken home in Fairfield 
County, and the slick machining of a top-drawer wom- 
en's college, she has never really been able to figure 
out what she is up to. When closely analyzed, she is 


not beautiful. Angular, bony, kept thin to the point of 
emaciation by nerous tension, she is a confirmed hypo- 
chondriac, But it's an ill wind that nobody blows good, 
and l)ecause of her shiny thinness, she is able to make 
an enormous amount of money modelling for the fashion 
magazines. The money has a twofold effect ; it pays for 
the services of an e.xpensive psychoanalyst; and it make.- 
all the men she goes out with, most of whom make 
only a fraction of her income, feel inferior. The men, 
to prove their superiority, have to seduce her. Jerry, 
to prove that she is not inferior, has to insist upon it 
on her own terms. Cold and aloof, she rejects her date’s 
ad\ ances, won’t go where he wants to go, will absolutely 
refuse to come to his apartment. And then suddenly at 
the most inopportune moment she insists on making 
love. 

Usually the time and place is impossible. But that 
means nothing to Jerry. "Now,'’ she says. “Now or 
never,” stamping her foot petulantly. She has made love 
on roof-toi^s, on fire-escapes two feet from the party 
she has been attending, under a blanket in broad day- 
light at the Tanglewood Music Festival, in the locker 
room of a gymnasium after a fraternity dance. 

The only man Jerry ever loved was a tough, ignorant 
stevedore from the dock area on the western borders 
of the \"illage. He picked her up in a bar, simply by 
slipping in ne.xt to her in a booth where she \Vas waiting 
for a photographer. After buying a couple of beers, he 
said roughly, "Come home with me.” 

Determined to show her better breeding, she went. 
He took her to a barely furnished room on Ff)urteenth 
Street. Here they shared a quart of beer, her beautifully 
sculi)tured lips dripping with foam as she drank from 
the bottle. Then the ste\edore simply undressed her. 
Dazed and frightened, it was beyond her to resist. She 
sinrply didn’t know what was happening to her. 

“You know,” he said, looking over her scrawny frame, 
“you're ugly. I thought all you models was supposed to 
be pretty.” 

It suddenly occurred to her that he was right. She 
bowed her head in shame. 

“It’s all right,” he said, as gently as he couhl, “I can 
shut off the lights.” She stayed all night. 

Thereafter they became lovers, or approximately so. 
He continued to insult her, to order her around like a 
lackey, and on occasion, to beat her up because she 
sassed him. He la}‘ around in bed until noon listening 
to the radio and drinking beer, insisted that she supply 
him with a constant stream of crisp new bills which he 
never accounted for, and prevented her from going to 
jobs when he wanted her around. Worst of all. he made 
her introduce him to her friends, who raised puzzled 
eyebrows and gossiped for hours about the affair. None- 
theless, she loved him with a passion she had never 
felt for an\’ other man. Shamed as she was to be seen 
on the streets with him, she Continued on page 61 
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THE GODDESS OF LOVE 


'Every woman 1 have ever known 
has been to me, a goddess of love. 


Comte Philibert de Gramont 
(French soldier and courtier ' 
1621-1707 
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Chaucer’s ribald c!^i|ic fr^ly 
adapted for the mocleil^n ibeader 


^HERE is a theory that an old man should never 
take a young wife. I wouldn’t know about that. I’ve 
never had a wife. To put it bluntly, I’ve never had to 
take one. I pretty nearly always get what I want with- 
out going to the trouble of a parsoning. Besides, I like 
a little change from time to time. About once a day, 
if I may put it that way. So about an old man’s taking 
I couldn’t say from first hand experience. 

I^dvvever, there’s a man in our town who could tell 
you. PJe did just that: I mean he took a young wife. 
Maybe he made a mistake. But I wouldn’t blame him. 
Neither w’ould you if you saw his wife. Eighteen at the 
time, with a body soft and slender like a w'easel’s, a pair 
of you know whats that stood up like ice cream in a 
cone, and the rest of it was something to see. And blonde. 
She was mighty proud of that hair. It hung dowm behind 
her a long \vays, and when she had it done up, it acted 
kind of like a pointer showing where the tailbone was 
located. Although she didn’t need any pointers. From 
the way she moved her peach halves around, you 
wouldn’t have had any trouble locating it a mile off on 
a grey day. In any case, I never had any trouble spot- 
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Her name was Alison, and the old man’s mouth 
watered after her for aboi.t three years while he waited 
for her to get old enough. Why she married him is a 
nn'stery ; mostly because the old gaffer was pretty well 
off, I guess. Most of the girls around here have to 
figure on working pretty hard once they settle down to 
get married. There isn't a hell of a lot of money 
around. But the old man, he was a contractor, and he 
piled up some, nobody knew how much. There used to 
be talk that he made enough off the Town Hall Build- 
ing to set any of the rest of us up for life, but that’s 
just talk. I wouldn’t blame him if he did. I’d do the 
same myself, if I was out for money. I’m not, though. 
I ve got better things in mind to do. 

-\nyway. she married him, and then for a couple of 
years she just sat around on her butt, living off the fat 
of the old contractor. She never did much; went up to 
town shopping sometimes, or sat around the house 
reading movie magazines and eating chocolates. I used 
to see her when she came up to town from time to 
time, that long hair hanging down behind, pointing to 
the goodies. And I got to thinking that maybe it would 
be kind of fun to unwrap that long hair and wind 
myself up in it. 

At that time I wasn’t doing much of anything, but 
living oft my G.I. Bill. I was supposed to be going 
up to night school. I was studying meteorology. You 
know, weather reports. I never did see that these weather 
men ever got anything right, and I figured a job where 
you could get away with fifty percent mistakes was 
about the right speed for me. I can't say that I did a 
hell of a lot of studying; just enough to keep the G.I. 
Bill rolling. 

Most of the studying I did was on that little round 
merchandise Alison carried around behind her. And I 
began to work out a plot. 

The first thing I did was to go up and take a little 
look at the old contractor’s place. It wasn’t much. I 
guess he’d rather stick his money in the bank than get 
himself a nice house. The place sat down in a little hol- 
low just across the road from the brook. He owned a 
piece of land going up behind the hill behind him. Up 
there he had a little shack. I guess he must have used 
it for a toolhouse once, but it was pretty run down now. 
I thought about that little shack for awhile, and then I 
looked the old boy up. 

“Say,” I said, “you using that little shack back of 
vour place for anything?” 

He looked at me suspiciou.sly. “What if I’m not?” 

“Well I’m studying here to be a weatherman, and I 
figure that little place would suit me just about right 
for a lookout. A weather man’s got to be up high where 
he can see the clouds, and things,” I said. 

“Don’t figure 1 want anybody up there,” he said. 

“Well that’s too bad,” I said. “I was figuring maybe 
to pay a little something by wa}" of rent.” 


“That so,” he said. 

“But seeing as you don't want anybody up there, 

I guess I’ll have to look around some more.” 

“Don’t get hasty young man,” he said. “What was 
you figuring on paying?” 

So right there I had him, and we haggled around a 
little, and settled on a price. The next day I moved my 
stuff up; not much, a chair, and a little chest of draw- 
ers, and a bed, and some books and a slide rule to give 
the place a little style and put the old man off. Then I 
went into town, and got a telescope. I set it up in the 
window. “To look at the stars. They’re important for 
weather telling,” I told the old contractor. 

But it wasn't the stars I focused it on. Instead I 
trained it on the little house down at the bottom of the 
hill. It was a good day’s entertainment. I could watch 
Alison as she moved around the hou.se. A lot of the 
time she lay on the sofa in a bathrobe, reading movie 
magazines. The tele.scope was a pretty good one. Some- 
times she'd leave the front of her bathrobe open, maybe 
to keep the parts of her body from getting overheated. 

I don’t know. Anyway, when she did that I could see 
right up and down her, from Albuquerque to Santa Fe. 

So for about a week I lay up there and watched. I 
found out a couple of things, d'he first was that the old 
man didn’t trust his young bride for five minutes. He 
was always popping at odd times. I'd see his car drive 
in and he'd come in and hang around for a few minutes, 
and then he’d go away again. Three or four times a 
day he did that. So I figured if I was going to get the 
girl alone for any time I'd have to work something out. 

The other thing I noticed was that there was a man 
hanging around the place a lot. I recognized him from 
town. He was a pimpy looking magazine salesman named 
I'rank Absalom Sometimes I would see him peeking in 
the windows, and when he’d hear the old man drive up 
he’d take off into the brush and hide until the contractor 
left. Alison knew he was there. Sometimes she would 
open the window and shout at him. and once she tossed 
a bucket of water down on his head. I figured he was 
competition, but not much. 

Alison also knew what I was up to. I found this out 
a week after I got there. She didn't say so ; but she took 
to standing in the upstairs bedroom half naked, brushing 
her long hair out the window, so's the sun would dry 
it. But I didn’t figure anybody needed to wash their 
hair as much as she did. I figured she was putting on a 
show for my benefit. Some show. For maybe an hour 
she'd parade around there, the goodies hanging out in 
plain sight so’s my eyeballs would almost fall out of 
my head. She had the stuff all right, all of it, and scat- 
tered around so’s }’ou would notice it. And thinking it 
over, I decided that probably the old man wasn’t giving 
her enough of the old hoop-de-do. How could he, an 
old man of seventy? Once a month, maybe. That wasn’t 
going to be enough for Alison, Continued on page 48 
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Strip Queen Blaze Starr sets 
any Burley stage afire. 




One gal who is always good for set- 
ting her audience on fire is shapely 
(40-26-37) Blaze Starr. On her most 
recent coast-to-coast tour of the 
States, Blaze almost started a real 
blaze when one of her fans got so 
involved watching her bumpy rou- 
tine that he burned a hole in his 
best suit with a lit cigar. 



Besides scoring one hundred at 
the Burlesque house box office, 
Blaze is making quite a name for 
herself as a photographer’s model. 
And this exclusive set shot for 
VENUS really shows why. 


It would take 
much more 
than a few 
bunches of 
grapes to 
quench a 
man's thirst 
after he sits in 
on a strip 
session with 
Blaze Starr. 












Whether Blaze Is performing on the 
Burley-house runway or in the pho- 
tographer’s private studio she shows 
that she’s really got what it takes 
to keep the boys happy. The raven- 
haired beauty is just waiting for the 
day she can please one favorite 
beau . . . her husband. 


Eddie was fooled twice in one night 


by O. P. Cliffords 

JTDDIE FRALIN stood behind the bar, the last mel- 
ancholy dregs of his drink in his hand. In a moment 
he would close. In five minutes. There was nobody else 
in the bar, and he could have closed a half an hour ago, 
but he decided to wait until two. Somebody might come 
in, and then he could have another drink. The chances 
were slim, what with the snowstorm, and the bad driv- 
ing, but then, somebody might just be coming along the 
road, maybe going on to Boston, and welcome a chance 
to warm up. 

Anyway, he would wait for his wife, Myra. She would 
be along any minute now, unless she had an accident in 
the snow. When he thought of that, he smiled. “It 
would serve her right," he said sourly under his breath, 
for all the noise she made about his drinking. Talk 
talk talk, and then shouting at him for drinking. How 
the hell could a man run a bar, and not drink? 

He was standing there, thinking this out, his foot 
up on the rungs of the stool, when he saw the headlights 
of the car flash across the window. It wasn’t Myra. Myra 
would drive right around back, and this car stopped out 
front. 

Eddie looked at the clock. It was exactly one minute 
of two, when he was supposed to close. But it wasn’t 
likely that any Inspector would be out on a night like 
this; and the cops might be just as glad he was open, 
if they came along, and wanted some place to get warm. 

The man opened the door, and came over to the bar 
without stamping off his feet. Eddie noticed this. Usually 
a guy would stamp off his feet even if he was just going 
into a bar. It was a kind of habit you got into. But this 
guy just came over to the bar. His hands were in the 
pockets of his heavy overcoat, grayish, and he had no 
hat. Even in the short distance from the car to the 
bar he had got snow on his hair. It was snowing that 
hard. 

Eddie put his drink on the back bar, and came along 
to where the man was standing. 

“Yes?" he said pleasantly. 

“Rye on the rocks," the man said. 

“Any particular brand?” Ordinarily Eddie wouldn’t 


ask this, but he wanted to be friendly so that in case 
die man wanted to talk he would have an opportunity. 
Maybe Eddie could have a drink with him. He made 
the drink, and after he gave it to the customer he stood 
down a little way, and ]X)lished a glass. 

The nian kept one hand in his pocket, and sipped 
slowly holding the glass with the other. Eddie watched 
him. 

“Snou ing pretty hard, still," Eddie said finally. Maybe 
the man thought Eddie was busy and didn't want to 
interrupt him. 

.But the man just grunted. 

“Think it'll last?" Eddie was still hopeful. 

The man didn’t say anything, but picked up the glass, 
and sipped again. 

The hell with him, Eddie thought. I'll just close up, 
and the hell with him. He came around the bar going 
to lock the windows. Then he saw that the man was 
holding a uhitc table leg, tbe kind that comes from an 
enamel kitchen table. 

He did not have much time to think about it. The 
man- needed to take only one step, and even while he 
was moving he was swinging the table leg so that it 
caught Eddie just behind the right knee-cap. As Eddie 
fell he lost consciousness just for a moment from the 
shock and pain ; when he hit on the floor he thought for 
a fast second, ‘Boy, he sure did that ciuick.’ 

The man stood over him, holding the table leg. He 
spoke in a funny quiet way, as if he were taking a 
photograph. “Don’t move now," he said. 

Eddie looked at hinr, and decided he wouldn’t, or 
couldn’t. The way it was numb, his leg must be broken. 
He nodded his head. He was curious to see what would 
happen next. The man backed away calmly, all the time 
keeping his eyes on Eddie. Even so, he seemed confident 
that Eddie couldn’t get up. He went around the back 
bar to the cash register, and punched the No Sale key. 
Standing sideways, so that he could watch the door, he 
flipped the spring holders back, and scooped out the 
change. The coins he dumi>ed into his big overcoat 
pockets. Then he stacked the bills, and put them some- 
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where inside the coat, 

“Is this all you got?'’ he said quietly. 

“I make a deposit on Friday,” Eddie said. “There's 
only Saturday's receipts.’' Then he added, strangely, 
“d'here's a twenty under the tray. Did you get that?” 
The man lifted the tray, fumbled underneath, and 
apparentl}’ found it. Eddie could not see very well from 
his position on the floor, but he guessed the man got 
the twenty. He watched the man reach into the back 
bar, and when he came around front a bottle neck 
jutted froni each pocket. Then he was gone, the sound 
of the bottles clinking against the change. 

hor a moment. Eddie la}' there thinking about it. 


The man certainly knew what he was doing. He had 
everything timed just right. He must have figured that 
nobody would be around on a snowy night like this. 
It would be tough getting through the snow. He was 
taking a chance that he would go off the road into a 
snow bank. He probably had chains, though. A guy 
that was smart enough to plan a robbery like that 
would put on chains if it was snowing. 

Then the numbness began to wear off, and he could 
feel the pain rising in his leg. He tried to sit forward 
and pull up his pants to see if there was any swelling; 
but it hurt too much to move. 

“I guess it'll be pretty swollen,” he said aloud. “I 


The pain in his leg 
was unbearable. 




guess a broken leg really swells up pretty big.” She’ll be sorry, he thought, She'll be sorry when she 

He wondered if he should try to crawl to the phone comes down in the morning and finds me still here with 

and call the cops, but he quickly decided against it. No my pants stretched tight across the swelling place. He 

point in risking worse injury. The bones might come almost smiled, but he was beginning to get cold. It was 

through the skin, and then he’d really be in trouble, true that he could catch a cold. 

bleeding and all. Besides, Myra should be along shortly. “Myra,” he yelled angrily. She did not answer. He 
He looked at the clock. He was startled. Only seven heard her moving around in the bedroom, and then the 

after two. It must have happened fast. That would be sound of water running in the basin. “God damn, Myra,” 

something to tell the cops. “It all happened so fast I he yelled, and kicked angrily. 

didn’t have a chance to think.” The policeman would Immediately he realized what he had done. The shock 
nod respectfully, and take it down on a pad. “It was rose over him like cold water. He lay still waiting for 

just a minute before two. I happened to look at the the pain and the warm blood to come coursing out of 

clock just then.” That might not be too good though. the wound where the bone had pierced the skin when 

They might wonder why he was still open. He could he kicked. 

say that it was five minutes of two. “I didn’t want to A moment passed. No pain. Gingerly he moved the 
serve the guy, but it wasn’t two yet, and he had a right leg. It still was throbbing, but even that seemed to have 
to demand a drink.” That would be better. lessened. 

Myra must have been held up by the snow. You Maybe it’s gangrene, he thought. Maybe it’s numb 
would have thought she’d have enough sense to leave with gangrene. It was a hope, not a fear. He was still 

early on a night like this! The leg was really beginning to straightening the leg, and there had been no pain, no 

hurt now. About every ten seconds a fast shot of pain tearing of muscles, no wretched scraping of jagged 

would course up the leg. He could feel it throbbing. It bone against, flesh. 

was damn well time Myra got home. He sat up, and pulled the leg of his pants up. The 

She’d have to carry him upstairs. She probably knee was swollen all right. He could see a whitish tinge 

couldn’t do it alone, but he could help a little. She’d be around the cap. He leaned forward and touched it gin- 

pretty upset. She'd call the police, and the doctor, and gerly with a cautious finger. More flian anything, it 

in the morning she’d go out and get the papers for him. tickled. He pressed firmer. Continued on page 61 

-\nd move the radio into the bedroom. She would get 
him a drink because of the pain. 

He’d have to be in bed for about four days. After he 
could get up, and sit at the end of the bar, with crutches, 
and a big white cast that everybody would write their 
name on. 

Then he heard the car, and saw the lights flash across 
the window. It ground slowly around back, the snow 
muffling the sound of the motor clying and the door 
slam. There w’ere the footsteps crunching on the sncrw, 
and then Myra stood at the door. 

“Hi,” he grinned feebly. 

She took off her hat. It was an old stocking cap she 
wore on bad days, and flakes of snow fell off onto the 
floor. 

“Jesus Christ,” she said wearily. “Come on, you 
drunken son of a bitch, get off the floor.” 

Eddie smiled. “I ain't drunk,” he said weakly. “I got 
a busted leg.” 

Myra ran her hand tiredly through her hair. “Don’t 
hand me that crap, you sot.” 

“But I do,” he said. “Some guy came in around twm, 
and slugged me with the leg of a table.” 

She gave a short laugh. “Well, if you can talk you 
can walk. I ain’t going to worry about you. You can 
catch your death lying there for all I care.” She turned, 
and walked away from him tow-ard the stairs. “And 
don’t forget to turn the lights off when you come up, 

Buster.” He heard her footsteps on the squeaking boards. 
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This Swiss mIss was all tied up in knots after being 
roped into having her picture taken by our photographer, 
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ABROAD? 



Going to Europe this summer? 
Here’s a travel guide of some sights 
you won’t want to miss . . . 


Guys with a taste for pungent wines, spicy foods and peppery 
\\ omen could do no better than to hop the next ship or plane for 
Kurope. For the American tourist (well equipped with green- 
backs) going abroad is the finest way we know to pep up your 
vim, vigor and masculine vitality. 

Not only that. You can also do some sightseeing like our staff 
photographer has done. While his assignment was to shoot a 
series of European statues and monuments, he managed to come 
back with this selection of well stacked lovelies. And it’s also his 
answer to our question : What’s abroad ? 


ABOVE: In a 
sunny spot in 
Italy, a Latin 
lovely hangs out 
the laundry 


RIGHT: Like 
our cover girl, 
this pepper-pot 
also hails from 
Sweden 




On these pages you will notice ?. 
the elaborate construction of , -i 

rt — xT__ r* 


a famous museum in the 


Southern part of France. As t. 
with most French architecture 
the base of the building is as #* • 
well built as the upper parts, t 


THE MILLER'S STORY 

Continued from page 38 

from the looks of her. So I figured 
that I was as good as in, once I could 
get rid of the old man for a while. 

I racked my brains over this for a 
few days, and then I figured maybe I 
had an answer. “All right,” I said to 
myself, “let’s have a go at it. There’s 
no harm trying anything once.” 

So the next night I picked up a 
bunch of diagram papers with num- 
bers and lines drawn on them, that 
was my meteorology homework, and 
went down to call on the old man. 
“Say,” I said calm and serious,” I got 
something here maybe you ought to 
know about.” 

That so?” he said, doubtful. 

“See this here?” I held up a sheet 
of the diagram paper. “See this line, 
and that dot, and all those numbers?” 
He nodded, but I could tell that it 
was just numbers to him. I figured 
on that. 

“Well,” I said, serious as all get out, 
“this here means we’re due for ex- 
treme precipitating. In plain words 
it’s going to rain like hell for about 
a week, and what with backwash 
and upstart and downgo and outflow 
(I threw in these just to make it sound 
authentic) your little creek is going 
to flood up right about to the middle 
of where we’re standing.” 

He turned white as a corpse. “You 
ain’t kiddin’ me, sonny?” 

“Not on your life,” I said, very seri- 
ous. “It’s all down hfere, only it prob- 
ably doesn't mean anything to you, 
but I can read it, and all I can say, 
if you got anything valuable down 
here you better get it up to high 
ground.” 

“But what about my house, my fur- 
niture?” the old man wailed. 

“We carry that upstairs, and leave 
it there. But anything you might have 
—like money— or stuff that might get 
wet, you better truck it up to the little 
shack, and I’ll watch out for it.” 

Now I knew he wasn’t going to go 
for that, and that’s exactly what I 
wanted. We jawed back and forth for 
a while, he looking at me sly and 
puzzled air the while, and finally he 
decided to move the furniture up- 
stairs, and he’d take care of the mon- 
ey, or whatever it was he had— bonds 
maybe— when the rain started to 
come. 

That about the money was a good 
shot on my part, if l don’t mind say- 

Continued on page 60 
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J — EXOTIC CREATIONS 
FROM "AMERICA'S FIRST LADY OF GLAMOUR' 


#105 “PIGALLE" 

Authentic French style half bra for that high pointed 
tantalizing tilt. Only the under bust is covered. Gives 
complete uplift. Especially effective for small busts. 
Sizes 32 to 38. In shimmering black satin only. 54.98 
#250 “MONTMARTRE" 

Black satin garter belt made with six garters especially 
FOR OPERA LENGTH HOSE. An extremely alluring garment 
for stage and pinups. Waist sizes 22 to 30. Biack only. 

54.98. 

#26 "BLACK DIAMONO HIP LENGTH OPERA HOSE" 

Exotic 15-denier sheer nylon opera hose with fine seam. 
These are the extra long hard-to-get kind. In slimming 
black only. Size 8V2 to 11 55.98. 

BELOW; — 

#100 “MOULIN ROUGE" 

Same as #105 “Pigalle" except it Is made of finest 
nylon lace with sheerest nylon backing and gleaming 
satin trim. Sizes 32 to 38. Black only. 55.98 
#39 “MON CHERIE" 

A sparkling gift for the gal with a twinkle in her eyes, 
French-cut panties have Lili St. Cyr's special added 
touch . . . rhinestones and mother-of-pearl applique, 
on luxury Nylon lace. Panties in All Black, Flamingo Red 
with Black Lace. Waist sizes 22 to 30. 53.98 


#60 “JEZEBEL" Our most ex- 
quisite nighty. Sheerest trans- 
parent nylon. Very high puff 
sleeves, very low elasticized 
neckline (down to there!) Make 
It even lower by wearing off-the- 
shoulder. Back “Fishtail” full full 
skirt stops at the top of her 
thighs. Sizes 32 to 38. Black, 
White or Flamingo Red. 512.98 


#50 “ILLUSION” This Is our 
finest negligee. Worn by Lili In 
her world famous stage appear- 
ances. YARDS and YARDS of 
SHEEREST NYLON ALLURINGLY 
DRAPED to make her a boudoir 
star. Shirred nylon elegantly 
flounced on the lace yoke, enor- 
mous sleeves edged with lace. 
White, Black or Flamingo Red 
with Black lace. Sizes 32 to 38. 


#21 “MY SECRET” 

Frilly Nylon and Lace briefs. A style that s sure 
White or Flamingo Red with Black Lace. Waist s 
with #33A star-shaped sequined Pasties. 53.98 

#38 “KNOW HOW” . , , 

There’s nothing ordinary about the special gal vv 


sizes 22 to 30. 53.98 


#9 "COY MISS” Blushingly sheer 
Nylon tights, designed by Lili to fit like 
a glove and flatter every contour from 
hip to ankle to toe. Sizes 8V2 to 11; 
Average, Long or Extra Long. 56.98 


#30 “LILI'S LOVE” 

Yes, only Lili St. Cyr could design ' - 

such a fabulous Nylon Lace dance 
set. Halter bra scoops down and 
down and down. Bikini panties are ^ 
briefest ever. Finest 100% Nylon • 
Lace. Black, Flamingo Red with 
Black Lace. Panty sizes 22 to 30 
waist. Bra sizes 32 to 38. Complete 
56.98. 


#23 “POSE FOR ME” She'll be the 
perfect pin-up in this novel hip-skirt 
and bolero set. Sheer nylon, trimmed 
with 100% nylon lace. Wear with #33 
G-String panty. All Black, or Flamingo 
Red w/Black Lace. 

#23 HIP SKIRT waist 22 to 30 53.98 
#23A BOLERO bust 32 to 38 55.98 

#33 “GIFT WRAPPED” The very brief- 
est G-string panty. Nylon lace over 
sheerest nylon. Trimmed in dainty lace 
too. All Black or Flamingo Red w/Black 
Lace. Waist sizes 22 to 30 52.98 
2 pr. 55.50 

#6 “PEEK-THRU Hip length nylon mesh 
opera hose. Flatters the most shapely 
legs. Black only sizes 8V2 to 11; 55.98 


' ORDER BLANK 

IMS” Two-piec7 teaser | LILI ST. CYR Dept.lO3O5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif, 
be! Sheer Nylon shorty | pijjse rush me the following items, for which I have enclosed; 

lry"pohtrfo"U“-m^^^ I lor full amount 

French cut panties of | r-i jend C 0 D. (I enclose 25% of total payment & will pay postman balance) 

« AII.DIarlz nr Flaminon I ' — ‘ aj> I I 


CHOICE 

[SECOND 


ARTICLE 


"HEY FELLOWS! WANT LILI AS YOUR PIH UP?" H«fi Is a fibulsus of1*r— 

8 Full Color WANT 10 " 1 14" PHOTOGRAPHS . . . *2 » 

These bewitching poses bring to life all the J®;?]'® ,'ii®Lr^r^r«hin2 


Lilt the°Tdmi?;tion''of m The rich full color captures a'l her refreshmg 

and vibrant charm and gives you the feeling she s right there before your 
eyes, in person. ORDER YOUR SET TODAY! 


I ADDRESS 


5880 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 




UNCENSORED 

Never a gal 
like her in 
a film like 
this torrid 
production. 
Her body is 
sensational. 






THE GREATER 

BURLESQUE 

MoViE EVER fUADE! 

You won’t believe your eyes 
when you see it. You'll not part 
with it for any price. The film of 
the century can now be yours! 


GUARANTEED 

Yourmoneyback 
at once if it’s 
not better than 

any you've seen 

8mm Movie (50 feet) $3.00 

16mm Movie (100 feet). .$6.00 

8 4x5 Photos $2.00 

5 2x2 Color Slides $2.00 

Melton 8mm Movie Viewer $4.95 

Send cash, check or money order • No C.O.D.'s 

TIGER PRODUCTION LAB 

BOX 46993 HOLLYWOOD 46, CALIF., 
DEPT. 2101 



FIRST TIME EVER OFFERED! 
PHOTOGRAPHERS PRIVATE COLLECTION OF ITALYS 

SOPHIA LOREN 



200 


GLOSSY 

PICTURES 


00 


/ 


UN-RETOUCHED! 

UN-CENSORED! 

DARING! 

CLEAR! 


ITALYS GIFT TO MANKIND! 

Not just pictures, but the kind 
all men love to see . . . 

NUFF SAID! 

UN-HEARD-OF MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

If all these pictures do not meet with your 
satisfaction, keep the ones you like and 

t return the rest for full purchase price. 

$|00 

^ SEND COUPON TODAY 


S. L. PIX, Dept. B-8707 

114 E. 32nd St., New York 16, N. Y. 

Please find enclosed $ for sets of 

Sophia Loren Pix. 

□ Check □ Cash □ Money Order 

No C.O.D.'s, please. 


^ - 



A HAREM TALE ^ 

Continued from page ^8 


end they frankly stopped working al- 
together, and gathered about him, lit- 
tering the soft ground around him 
with a profusion of gossamer-clad 
arms, hops and legs. For a moment 
Jerry grew dizzy, and then he began 
to ask questions. 

In return they asked questions. And 
quite suddenly it dawned up on him 
that he was sitting in the midst of 
pure innocence, the center of a veri- 
table Garden of Eves as yet untouched 
by the hard hand of Adam, or the 
cold, scale of the snake. 

He was stunned; his blood ran hot 
and cold, and hot again — and stayed 
that way. Grasping at his weakened 
faculties, he thought his way through 
to a conclusion. Then he said: “Do 
you girls like games?” 

“Oh yes, we love games,” they said. 
Jerry McPherson reached into the 
pocket of his soiled white jacket, 
where he kept a deck of Bicycle cards, 
worn and dirty from a thousand 
games of solitaire played in run-down 
Cairo hotels. “Now,” he said. “Seven 
can play at a time. The others will 
watch.” He riffled the cards quickly, 
fanned them once or twice, stacking 
deftly in a manner he had come by 
in Las Vegas. “A pair of two’s is best. 
The worst is a Royal Flush.” He smiled 
politely. “If you get a nice pair, you 
are allowed to take off one piece of 
clothing. But if you get only a Royal 
Flush, then you cannot. The winner 
is the one who gets all her clothing 
off first. You see?” 

“We call this game, dealer’s choice.” 
And he began to deal. 

Poker is a game which produces 
winners with extraordinary rapidity 
especially when the dealer has long, 
supple, well-trained Angers. In a mo- 
ment, therefore, there was a winner: 
a lithe, sensuous-hipped maiden with 
a length of black hair streaming down 
her back to the Arm contours at the 
base of her spine. The girls cheered 
and clapped as she rose blushing with 
embarrassment and pleasure, to ac- 
cept their plaudits. 

Courteously Jerry stood, took her 
hand, and kissed her gently on her 
soft palm. “Now,” he said solemnly, 
“I will give you your prize.” Then he 
looked around him. “But since I want 
it to be a surprise for the others, let’s 
go where we can be alone.” 

Lightly she grasped his Angers, and 
led him off to a secluded bower of 
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lYOUR CAR MUST START INSTANTLY! 


-OR MONEY BACK! 

Save Money With Amazing New Liquid That Makes “Dead Batteries” Spring to Life Instantly 



With “VX/6" in your battery you will find 
improvoments you never expectedi 


TAKE THIS 4-SECOND BAHERY CHECK RIGHT NOW! 
DELAYS ARE COSTLY! 


MAIL NO-RISK COUPON . . . THIS VERY SECOND 


Makes New Batteries Trouble-Free for 10 Years or More! 


NO MORE BATTERY TROUBLE 

FOR THE LIFE OF YOUR CAR! 


“battery mud”. THIS IS THE FIRST REA- 
SON YOU LOSE POWER . . . 

2. Since al! storage batteries contain a 
number of cells, each of which encloses 
several lead plates and separators, and since 
each cell is filled with water and sulphuric 
acitl, an electrochemical action must lake 
place in which the acid coming in contact 
with the lead plates makes electrical current. 
When the plates are partially covered with 
hard, inactive lead sulphate, the electrochem- 
ical action cannot take place and the battery 
goes dead! 


I^etroit. Michigan— A National Airline, the 
battery manufacturers, trucking companies, 
yacht clubs and diesel users . . . are praising 
the amazing chemical, non-acid liquid— 
■■VX/6’’— that semis a surge of never-failing 
power through your battery INSTANTLY . . . 
even if your car has been in dead storage for 
6 months . . . in broiling desert heat . . . in 40“ 
below zero arctic weather . . . in jungles where 
rain falls for 90 days at a time . . . in sub- 
marines . . . in around the world air flights! 

Yes, a brilliant chemical engineer has per- 
fected an entirely new liquid formula that 
makes even a “dead battery" spring to life in- 
stantly... that makes any battery— old or new— 
good for 10 years or longer! Now you can 
start your car in one second . . . never have 
a run-down battery for the rest of your life! 

This is the most electrifying development 
of the past sixty years for you 130 million 
car owners. 

Imagine! For only a few pennies you can 
have 24-hour a day insurance against battery 
failures from now on! No more stopping 
dead on crowded highways, in tunnels, on 
bridges. No more expensive tows, no more 
laying out $25.00 to $40.00 every year for 
new batteries! Now — even if your present 


It's a true fact — as you 
can easily find out. Imagine! 

Over thirty million cars 
“Slopped dead" in heavy 
traffic ... in the middle of 
bridges ... in tunnels . . . 
on speed highways! Whole 
weekends were ruined! Fam- 
ilies stood shivering by the ; 

roadside while the driver JgjpjH 

had to walk to put in an 
emergency call for a tow 
truck. Thousands of others 
had to flag down cars and 
and offer ten dollars 
or more for a push! Still 
others were killed on high- 
ways trying to get the car 
started! Play safe — pour a 
little “VX/6” in each bat- 
tery cell and you can have 
complete peace of mind . . . for years to come. 
No matter how old your battery cell is . . . 
you can take cross-country trips, travel over 
steaming deserts, plough through snow . . . 
leave your car standing in ‘he rain - YET 
YOUR BATTERY WILL ALWAYS TURN 
OVER THE VERY INSTANT YOU 
TOUCH THE STARTER BUTTON ... 27 
limes a day for the life of your car with 
amazing "VX/6" to safeguard you. 


1. Every time you recharge your present 
battery you shorten its life and you add to 
the cost of the battery! With "VXI6” you 
can stop worrying about recharging your 
battery . . . never shorten its life . . . never add 
expenses to your car overhead! 

2. Every time your battery runs down, you 
strain the generator of your automobile. A 
dead battery will eventually ruin the other 
electrical equipment in the engine. Only with 
"VX/b" can you extend the life of your 
battery and prevent the costly damage a 
dead battery will cause! 

3. A dead, irreparable battery may con- 
stitute expensive, sometimes damaging tow- 
ing charges. You will save this costly road 
service immediately with “VX/6" in your 
present battery. 

4. Your present day battery must run down 
regardless of the amount of use it receives. 
Since your battery is not a lifetime battery 
you will eventually have to spend $25 to $35 
on a new battery. Only with “VX/6" in your 
battery can you insure against a dead battery 
and additional battery expenses. 

5. If you depend on your car. and can't 
use it due to battery failure, you will run up 
additional expenses in transportation. 


cated ability to instantly start motor and 
operate electrical system at full efficiency. No 
loss of voltage occurred. 

IV. Battery was subjected to an oven tem- 
perature of 160“F. No loss of electrolyte 
solution or power was indicated by test, and 
ability to perform .starting and electrical func- 
tions remained at full rated efficiency. 

V. After treating battery with "VX/6” and 
restoring power, 259^ increase in light bright- 
ness was noted. 


There never was a guarantee like this in 
automotive history! Think of what this means 
to you. Your new or oUl-beat-up battery must 
turn over instantly 27 times a day for the life 
of your car ... or we'll pay the cost of getting 
vour battery started anytime, anywhere be- 
tween now and the time you sell you; car 
...and refund your money, too! This is an 


World famed Maeaztne tells the 
astonish'.Tig story! 

Yes, a famous magazine released the ex- 
citing story of how a battery can last 
longer than the life of a carl It tells how 
the battery is every motorist’s greatest 
headache. If left unattended, it dies. If it 
-gets low in subzero weather, it is likely to 
orack. It usually has to be replaced every 
year-and-a-half ! Yet now you nan have a 
\battery that runs up to 10 years or more! 
I Now you can have the same lifetime power 
t as an expensive nickel-cadmium battery 
' famous the world over . . . simply by pour 
[ing in a little “VX/6'‘ into each cell! 


1. Your headlights are 25% brighter. 

2. Check your battery — will show higher 
terminal voltage. 

3. Car starts immediately— time after time. 

4. Extra reserve of power for radio, heater, 
etc. 

5. Your battery recuperates its power 
faster. 

6. Strong enough to start in sub-normal, 
cold or heat. 


We highly recommend "VX/6” to everyone. No 
danger of overcharge ... never any need to re- 
charge a battery with this amazing liquid in 
batteries. Gives batteries a never-failing surge of 
power . . that lasts and lasts. 

L. A., Miami Battery Exchange 
Miami, Florida 

Started using “VX/6” four years ago. Saved us 
$400 on maintenance and replacement costs . . . 
to say nothing of inconvenience of batte'ries 
"going dead. j 5 ^ Associated Diamond Cabs 
Miami, Florida 

Have been using "VX/6" in our ^0 trucks for 
past few years. This non-acid formula is years 
ahead ... it means we can use worn-out batteries 
for years more, has tripled and more the life of 
present batteries. |_ q ^ Sunny Brook Fazms 
Miami, Florida 

Tried "VX/6" in batteries with two dead cells 
. . . after pouring in "VX/6" BATTERIES WITH 
DEAD CELLS SHOWED FULL CAPACITY! 
Same results on thousands of other batteries 
tested. 


owners. Ships at sea, such as the Queen 
Mary, and Queen Elizabeth use similar de- 
vit-es. !s insured against failure by famous 
Lloyds of London! 


Public Service 
Laboratory tests 
with "VX/6” 

PROCEDURE: A 
discarded Delco 6 
Volt battery was used 
for the following 
tests. History of this 
battery indicated that 
it had failed in use 
and was unable to 
hold a charge. 

•T. We added 
“VX 6” and charged 
the battery. 

II. Battery was in- 
stalled on 1955 Ford. 
With lights and radio 
on and ignition ofT. 
Self starter was run 
until battery was so 
run down, lights 
would not function 
or starter turn over. 
After less than two 
minutes with lights 
turned off battery 
started car motor with 
a surge of power re- 
gained during brief 
90 second interval. 

III. Battery was 
subjected to 40°F 
below Zero tempera- 
ture for a continuous 
24 hour period. Tests 
after 24 hours indi- 


A NATIONAL AIRLINE RECHARGED TRUCK 
BATTERIES EVERY 3 DAYS - NOW 3,750 
STARTS . . . EACH BATTERY GOOD FOR 
10 YEARS MORE! 


Open the hood of your ear and look ai the battery. The green or white 
formations you see around the anode and cathode, on the top and sides 
is sulphation! Sulphation means your battery is collecting mud . . . the 
plates are tiaking and the battery is dying! UNLESS YOU ADD “VX/6” 
I.MMEDIATELY. YOU WILL HAVE TO SPEND $25.00 to $40.00 FOR 
A NEW BATTERY! 


National Airlines used fork-lift trucks . . . 
each averaged 125 starts a day on busy air- 
Helds. As a result. EACH BATTERY HAD 
TO BE RECHARGED EVERY THREE OR 
FOUR DAYS! Since "VX/6" was added, 
each truck has been started on an average 
of 3,750 limes without one recharge! Result: 
savings of thousands of dollars, savings of 
man hours . . . and each battery is now good 
for at least 10 years more of over 100 starts 
a day! 


Yes. the most famous insurance company on the globe — Lloyd's 
of London — have Insured "VX 6” for products liability. It’s test- 
ed and approved by the "Public Service" . . . you KICOW that If 
it doesn’t do everything we claim . . . you get your money ba4:k 
now . . . next year ... in 1960 or in 1967. No new product ever 
released to the public was ever backed by such careful testing 
. . . was ever endorsed by so many giant companies, was ever 
used by so manv countries and leaders of IniustrYi 


L. J.. Imperial Battery Company 
Miami, Florida 

A million times betier than sulphuric acid . . . 
400% more economical, more efficient in blister- 
ine heat . . . NOW OUR TRUCKS ENJOY 
FASTER STARTING, BRIGHTER LIGHTS 
AND BETTER OPERATION OF ALL ELEC- 
TRICAL EQUIPMENT! 

1. S., National Mover Co. 
Miami, Florida 

Have used "VX/6" in all batteries for over three 
years. NOT ONE SINGLE BATTERY FAIL- 
URE YET. THIS IS A MIRACLE AND A 
SAVINGS OF THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS 
FOR A BIG FLEET SUCH AS OURS. 

A. S., Mechanics Overall Service 
Miami, Florida 

Most ot the batteries traded in are “weak" or 
"dead". BUT "VX/6” TURNED OLD BAT- 
ERIES INTO NEW BATFERIES . . . NOT 
ONE REPLACEMENT YET! IT'S AMAZING! 

B. S., Dixie Motors 
Miami, Florida 


' MILES ALTOMOTIVE SALES, Dept. 

I 880 Bergen Ave.« Jersey City 6, N. J. 

• Gentlemen; 

I I’m sold! Send me a giant-sized bottle of “VX/6" immediately . . . 
I enough for either a three or six cell battery! It is understood that if my 
I battery doesn’t start instantly . . . and if it doesn’t start instantly for at 

• least 27 times a day for the life of my car ... I can claim my money 

• back. 1 will -pay the postman just the amount checked below plus 

j C.O.D. charges: □ $2.98 □ 2 for $5.00 


As you know, your battery supplies the 
electric current for the ignition, all your 
engine equipment — PLUS POWER TO 
CRANK YOUR ENGINE! 

When you use any of the equipment (radio, 
heater, windshield wipers, lights, etc.) or 
when you leave your car stand idle, the 
battery discharges electric current. Two things 
happen; 

1. Some of the active materials from the 
lead plates shed or fall off forming useless: 


! Name. 


Address 


/ Zone State 

SAVF; 50( C.O.D. FFFS. by sending $2.98 or $5.00, check, c;ish oi 
money order and it is unclersiood YOU WILL PA>’ 1 Hh POSTAGK. 


mone^bjck guarantee 
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OUTSTANDING 
ART MAGAZINES FROM EUROPE 

Wonderful selection of art and nudist magazines 
from the 'old world'. Also exclusive books In 
English published In France. Send $1.C0 for 
sample magazine and free descriptive lists. 

"UNIVERS"- ROZENGRACHT 19/21 
AMSTERDAM (NETHERLANDS) 


MUSCLE GIRLS 

STRONG WOMEN, BOXERS, WRESTLERS, ETC. 
PHOTOS AND MOVIES FROM ALL OVER THE 
WORLD. WRITE FOR FREE LIST AND SAMPLES. 

PEERLESS SALES, BOX 171 -N 

CANAL ST. STATION * NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 


COLOR FILM Imm^ 1 6 m ml 

also BLACK & WHITE 

! 8mm B & W (50 ft. Roll) $3.00 

! 8mm Color (50 ft. Roll) $6.00 

' 16mm B & W (100 ft. Roll)....$ 6.00 
16mm Color (100 ft. Roll) $12.00 

Alcn Auiiilahlp* 

COLOR SHOES and GLOSSY PHOTOS 
; SKEPTICAL? Send 25c for sample B&W 
I Film Strip or 50c for Color Film Strip. 

BEAUTIFORM Oept V9 
Box 34744, Palms Station. Los Angeles 34, Calif. 

MMefcfcWfinm wnf niriiaer m-uu mi i i niHitrtiinK 


EXCITING PHOTOS 

Special Offer — For Limited Time 

Rush 7 our orders white soppliet last. 

8 plioloi per set, was $5.00, now $2.00 
24 photos, 3 diff. sets, was $14, now $5 
PEGGY ROSE. Room SOS, 131 W. 42 St 
NEW YORK 36, N. Y., Dept. J 


UNIQUE CLUB 


devoted to men and women with 
imagination! Exchange new ideas, 
meet interesting people! Models, 
photographers, artists, musicians, 
students, etc. Nationol membership, 
exclusive magazine, literature, etc., 

$2. Send to: EMERALD, Box 143 V Englewood, N.J. 



SEXliomoor 


IVriftcn by a u'cll^kuoivn phy.tician, thisvducational 
booklet frankly reveals true facts about Sex Harmony. 


•Contains interesting information on marriuRe relations, 
love zones and the technique of making love. 

• Explains why it is important that husband and wife reach 
the climax of relations toyiether at the same time. 
•Discloses an easy way to overcome man’s early climax. 
•Shows you how to achieve perfect mutual satisfaction. 


Every marrieil couple should read A Doctor Disv.usseft Sex 
Harmonn. Pocket size, brief and easy to read for your con- 
venience. Just send this ad, your full address (please print) 
and SI for your informative copy. No (jODs. Shipped sealed 
and marked'Personal’on lO-day money-back guarantee. Don’t 
miss the joy of yourcomplete marital fulfillment. Order NOW! 


FRANKWELL CO., Rm 47 A P. 0. Box 120, Union City, N. J. 
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A HAREM TALE 

Continued 

roses and date bushes. Here she turn- 
ed to him, with a blush of pleasure. 
“What sir, is my surprise?” she said. 

“Slowly, slowly,” he said. “I’ll show 
you.” Gently he touched the soft stuff 
of her silk gown. As he lifted, it slid 
lightly over the firm flesh of her hips. 
In quiet acquiescence she raised her 
arms, to allow him to pull it upward: 
and slowly there came into his view 
the clean curve of her calves; the full, 
round weight of her hips; the swell of 
her belly; the quick narrow in-curve 
of her waist; and then delight of de- 
lights, the rich sensuous flow of her 
breasts with their dainty rosebud tips. 

Quickly he slipped the garment over 
her head, and flung it aside into the 
bushes. Then, he began to move his 
fingers lightly over the swelling places 
in her body, up the curve of her 
thighs, around her neck, and into the 
yielding flesh of her firm breasts. 

She shuddered with pleasure, and 
giggled. “I have never been touched 
like that,” she said. “It is a nice feel- 
ing. It is a wonderful prize.” 

“Ah,” he said. "It is only the be- 
ginning.” Rapidly he stripped off his 
clothes. “Now,” he said, “we touch 
each other.” 

For a moment they stood against 
each other, their flesh just barely 
touching. Gently she stroked his skin. 
“Here,” he said. “Here, here.” 

“I like to do that,” she said. “Does 
it give you the pleasure it gave me?” 

“Yes,” he said greedily. Quickly he 
bent, lifted her in his arms, and laid 
her gently on the soft grassy bottom 
of the bower. He kissed her, moving 
his lips across her mouth; and sud- 
denly she came alive in his arms. 

“Oh yes,” she said. “Oh yes. Give 
me my prize, give me my prize.” And 
so he gave her a special present that 
left her surprised, overjoyed, and quite 
out of breath. 

And then, of course, there had to be 
a succession of prizes. The first win- 
ner spoke so glowingly, but in such 
vague terms of her gift that the others 
would not be left out. There was a 
second winner, and then a third. And 
then, Jerry suggested that he was at 
least temporarily out of prizes, they 
would not hear of his leaving until he 
could arrange for some others. 

“Your father the Sheik had better 
not know I am here,” he said. “For 
if I finish my business with him, I will 
have to leave.” So they ensconced him 


in a small, unused garden house way 
at the end of the rose bushes. They 
brought him silken gowns, and wine, 
and special dainties that they pre- 
pared with their own soft, tender 
hands. They ministered to him, lav- 
ished him with their attentions, 
bathed him in perfume, told him 
stories, hung over him night and day, 
and fanned him with palm branches 
when he slept. 

And he, of course, handed out the 
prizes. The old Sheik, befuddled with 
wine, was kept out of the way by his j 
girls, a simple task since he rarely j 
walked in the garden any more. For I 
seven days, Jerry McPherson stayed, I 
in the little garden house. 1 

And then one morning he awoke | 
full of the chill realization that he j 
did not care if he saw another sloe- ; 
eyed beauty ever again in his life. 
Rapidly he slipped on his clothes, pull- 
ed on his soiled white jacket, brushed 
his red hair under his sun-helmet. As 
the girls still slept, he crept through 
the dewy rose-bushes, clambered over 
the garden wall, jumped into the jeep, 
and fled across the desert as if pur- 
sued by a thousand demons. He drove 
without a stop all the way back to 
Cairo. Here he rented a hotel room, 
where he curled up in bed, and stayed 
there for three days and three nights, 
tossing uneasily from dreams of un- 
believable poker hands. When he 
awoke he booked passage immediately 
lor New London, Connecticut. 

And that is the end of the story, 
except for one final note. Which con- 
cerns the amazement of the Sheik 
some months later when he discovered 
that the roses in his garden had bios- ' 
somed with red-haired grandchildren. 
But he does not mind. He has grown 
rather philosophical in his dotage. 


END OF SUMMER 

Continued from page 12 


“But I watched you,” she said. “I 
watched you from the top of a big 
tree in the yard. I could see down into 
the valley. I could see you running 
through the fields.” 

Jimmy blushed. He remembered 
how foolish he must have looked 
tumbling in the long grass. 

“I wanted to come too. It made me 
want to. run in the grass too.” Then 
suddenly she stopped, and put her 
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head down, as if she had spoken too 
much. 

Suddenly she looked up, and kick- 
ing out quickly with her bare foot, 
scattered water up over him. He duck- 
ed, and laughed, and kicked back at 
her. The water showered up through 
the trees and fell back in a mist, 
which rainbowed as it drifted down 
through the dappling sunlight. “Now 
we're even,” he said. 

She hunched down, her face in her 
hands, and looked at him solemnly 
for a moment. Then she kicked again 
at the pool. 

This time the water splashed heav- 
ily up over the bank and soaked his 
trousers. “Hey,” he said. “That's too 
much.” 

She bent her head. “I’m sorry,” she 
said contritely. “I didn’t mean it.” 

Again Jimmy was moved to help 
her, to cover her with his protection. 
“It’s all right,” he said. “It’s nothing.” 
Then he stood up. Carefully letting 
himself down into the pool, which 
was up over his knees, he waded across 
to where she sat, and slid up onto 
the bank beside her. She -did not look 
at him, nor did she move. But when 
he turned his head to look at her 
arms he saw she was trembling. He 
wanted to touch her, to put his arm 
around her, to tell her not to be 
frightened, that he would not hurt 
her, did not for anything wish to 
trouble her in any way. But he said 
nothing. 

“You’re going away,” she said final- 
ly. 

“How do you know that?” he said. 

“My grandfather said so.” 

“I’m going tomorrow,” he said. 

“Are you glad to go back to the 
city?” 

He shook his head violently. “No, I 
want to stay here.” 

For a long moment there was noth- 
ing but the little noise of the brook. 
And then she said very softly, “I’m 
sad you’re going.” 

Suddenly Jimmy filled with hap- 
piness. In his arms, his legs, his stom- 
ach, he felt a wonderful feeling, a 
good, simple feeling. As gently as he 
could, he touched her hand. 

Her trembling increased; but she 
did not move. Emboldened, Jimmy 
took her hand, and held it in his. He 
began to stroke it softly. 

The girl continued to look down at 
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the water and say nothing. She sat 
absolutely still, as if a movement | 
would spoil something she were wait- 
ing for. Slowly Jimmy turned to face 
her, bringing his body around so that 
one leg dropped into the water. Her 
eyes were closed, but she raised her 
lips to kiss him. Softly, tenderly, they 
kissed. Gently he brought his arm 
around to press her lightly to him. He 
could feel the tremulous beating of 
her heart, and soft resiliency of her 
breast against the bone of his chest. 
She touched his arm with her hand 
and reached around to hold him to 
her. And in a simple, single motion 
they slipped off the bank. Together 
they stood in the moving water, press- 
ed tightly together, clutched to each 
other as if there were nothing else 
anywhere in the world that would 
ever save them. 

Then, in the mud on the bottom of 
the pool her foot slipped. She started 
to fall. Jimmy grabbed to hold her. 
He too slipped. Suddenly they were 
sitting in the cold water, their clothes 
soaked through. 

Hastily, they jumped up and clamb- 
ered onto the bank, where they sat 
shivering, and splashing water onto 
the soft, moss. She laughed, abruptly. 
“We’re going to catch cold,’’ she said. 

He looked at her. Her wet shirt 
clung tightly to her skin, outlining the 
nipples of her firm little breasts in 
the cloth. 

Bending, she squeezed her hair, 
dripping water onto her bare legs. 
Then she stopped and met his, eyes. 
For a moment they sat that way. 
“We’ll catch cold if we don’t dry off,’’ 
she said again. 

Slowly he said, “I’ll take off my 
clothes, if you will.’' 

She said nothing, but looked into 
his face and nodded. As they stood 
side by side stripping, not looking at 
each other, Jimmy saw that he too 
was trembling. And he knew what 
was going to happen, and he was 
scared. Quietly, like two little children 
they lay down on the soft moss beside 
the stream. 

For a long time they lay that way, 
gently enfolded in each other’s arms. 
And then when the sun was moving 
over behind the forest, and the dap- 
pled light was fading, he took her for 
his lover. 

Afterwards it was cold, and they put 
on their clothes to keep warm. Just 
for a few minutes they sat. In a mo- 
ment, Jimmy knew, it would be over. 
He would be gone, and she would be 
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gone. 

And quite suddenly it came to him 
that he would never see her again. 
He did not know why; but he knew 
that if he came back in another sum- 
mer, she would have disappeared, or 
changed, and everything would be dif- 
ferent. 

His sorrow was great; but it was 
not sadness. For he knew now that 
there was a way of being better than 
anything he had ever experienced, a 
way of being that somewhere, some- 
day, he would find again. 


TROUBLE WITH MRS. BENTON 

Continued from page 17 


interested in him. He blushed again. 
“Sure, sometimes.” 

Suddenly she picked up his hand. 
Before he knew what was happening, 
she drew it toward her, and placed 
it inside the top of her bathrobe, on 
the soft, warm, yielding flesh. “Do you 
ever do this?” she said. 

He couldn’t think of what to say; 
he could feel himself redden, and he 
ducked his head. 

Then she took his hand off the 
bright, warm flesh. Instantly, he was 
sorry. He wished she had kept it there. 

“Are you mad at me for that?” she 
said. 

He didn’t look up, but she shook his 
head slowly. “No,” he said, “I’m not 
mad.” He knew he shouldn’t say that; 
he knew he should get up and politely 
excuse himself, and go away. But he 
didn’t. 

“You can do it again,” she said. 

Slowly, gingerly, like a man pick- 
ing up a new-born baby, he raised his 
hand, and gently touched her flesh. 
It was warm, almost hot to his touch, 
and he tested its pliancy tentatively 

with his fingers. “No, I’m not mad,” 
he said. “I like to touch you.” 

For the first time, he lifted his head, 
and looked directly at her. 

She was crying, the tears running 
slowly from her eyes, down her cheeks. 

He started to take his hand away. 
“What’s the matter?” he said. 

“Nothing,” she said. Then suddenly 
she stood and walked away from the 
table to the window. “It’s been four 
years since any man said that to me. 


and then he’s just a boy.” She put 
her hands to her face and started 
crying harder. 

“Should I go?” Charlie said. He was 
bewildered by the tears. 

She stopped sobbing. “No, Charlie, 
don’t go. Stay, Charlie. I’ll be all right 
in a minute. I’m just not used to se- 
ducing school children.” In a moment 
she was calmer She came back to 
the table and ^at down. “Do you know 
what I wanted to do?” she said. “Do 
you know that I wanted you to come 
upstairs with me? Did you know 
that?” 

Charlie nodded. “Yes,” he said, “I 
knew that. If you want me to, I will.” 
“No, Charlie,” she said. “I’m tired of 
asking men to do me favors. I don’t 
want any favors any more.” She 
reached across the table and squeezed 
his hand. “Now go, before I change 
my mind.” 

Suddenly Charlie felt disappointed, 
and then a cry of rage that she should 
send him away. “No,” he said stub- 
bornly. “I will if you want me to.” 

“Is that all?” she said. “Then go.” 
“No,” he said. “No, I want to do it.” 
She did not mistake the intense look 
in his eyes. She smiled. “All right, 
Charlie. Maybe it is something we 
can do for each other.” She stood, and 
taking him by the hand, led him to 
the stairs. 


KING OF THE PROSTITUTES 

Continued from page 23 


ten miles over the city. The guitar 
player Danny Barker says that the 
damp New Orleans weather, due to 
the river and the generally semi-trop- 
ical atmosphere of the city was re- 
sponsible for this. The story has been 
questioned. In any case, his sound car- 
ried further than any other cornet- 
player. Louis Armstrong calls him “a 
one-man genius that was ahead of 
’em all, too good for his time.” 

Jazz scholars also question that one, 
noting that there were other good 
cornetists in New Orleans at the time. 
But still. Buddy was King. 

Bolden’s fantastic luck with the 
women was not entirely due to his 
personality. New Orleans of that peri- 
od was possibly the greatest musicians’ 
town that ever existed. The musi- 
cians were top social dogs in the 
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shots of Busty Cherrie Knight, 44-26-37, 
at home au natural. 

12 _ 4x5 GLOSSY PHOTOS 3.00 

24 — 4x5 GLOSSY PHOTOS 5.50 

48 — 4x5 GLOSSY PHOTOS 10.00 

6 — 2x2 COLOR SLIDES 3.00 

NUPIX, Box 43044-V 
Los Angeles 43» Calif. 



HOME TOUCH PHOTOS 

Candid Poses of Girls at 
home in silk stockings! 

8 4x5 GLOSSYS $2.00 

24 4x5's 5. CO 

RENEE' CO. Dept. 22 
Box 2804, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


WOMEN MAKE MONEY! 


MAKE UP TO $1,000.00 per month selling chil- 
dren's records. Complete Hi-Fi Album of over 100 
children songs sells for only $3.95, your cost only 
$1.45. $2.50 profit to you on every album sold. 
Simple to sell. Your money returned gladly If not 
all we say. Send $1.45 for sample album and full 
Instructions on how to sell. 

CHILDREN'S RECORD SALES Dept. 


1085 N. Oxford, Hollywood 29, Calif. 


HAPPY FEET 


KING OF THE PROSTITUTES 

Continued 

Storyville section. And the girls 
swarmed around. Said Alphonse Picou, 
according to Alan Lomax’s book Mr. 
Jelly Roll: “In those days the girls 
were crazy about musicians. They ail 
fight to carry your case home. Then 
they ask you to their house to take 
‘a little rest.’ You see, you feels so 
tired you couldn’t carry your own in- 
strument home.” It was indeed a lovely 
situation for a good jazz musician, and 
it is no wonder that a lot of them re- 
fused to leave home when better 
economic prospects opened up in Chi- 
cago later on. 

And so for fifteen years, Buddy 
Bolden was on top of the heap, the 
great man, the hero of his area. And 
then little by little, his friends no- 
ticed that something was wrong. He 
began getting more quarrelsome than 

usual. He began, when he was full of 



NEVER 


^ Laugh of the year, and 

I ^ handsome piece 

r 1 jewelry too. Exclusive. 

' M l m I Safety clip. State 

a. • -F I choice: copper or an- 

- I fjqye $iiver finish. Only 

WUPHBi Jl 52.00 cash, check or 

M. 0. We pay Fed. tax 
and postage. 

JAYBUD SALES, Dept. H-30 385 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 16 


wine, to swagger down the streets tell- 
ing stories about his girls, and his 
love-life. The women became more 
and more a problem. Sometimes he 
would have literally have to run away 
from them to save himself. Now, when 
he got deep in wine his friend and 

'ABRINA 


BEFORE 


LARGE ^ 

GLOSSY 1 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE | 


8 X 10’s 
5 X 7’s 
4 X 5’s 

and wallet size 


Postpaid 


SABRINA PIX, Dept. B-8707 

228 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 16, N. Y. 

Please rush me your giant set of 200 new poses 
by return mail. I enclose $1.00 in full payment. 

Name 

Address 

City Zone State 


trombonist Albert Gleny would take 
his horn away from him, and lead 
him down to his house. He started 
staying up all night long without sleep 
two or three nights a week. He would 
drink, and then grow depressed, and 
drink some more. The king was on 
the downhill road. 

But he still could play his cornet. 
They never beat him at that. He could 
still, when he wanted to, empty Lin- 
coln Gardens with one long, savage, 
blue phrase from his instrument. 

And then, quite suddenly, in an in- 
describable fit of horror during a La- 
bor Day Parade, he flung his great 
horn out on the heads of the people, 
and went berserk. He began charging 
among the bystanders, striking out 
wildly and blindly in all directions, a 
man gone completely hay-wire. So 
they came down and took him away to 
Louisiana State Hospital. 

That was 1907. Exactly ten years la- 
ter, Josephus Daniels then Secretary 
of the Navy, facing a tremendous ve- 
nereal disease problem among the 
sailors, requested the City of New 
Orleans to close down Storyville. Re- 
luctantly, they did so. As midnight of 
October 10th approached, the bands 
marched slowly out of the cabarets, 
the barrel-rooms, the Dance Halls, fol- 
lowed by thousands upon thousands 
of girls, bearing on their backs their 
mattresses, the tools of their trade. 
The massed bands marched through 
the streets of the city, playing over 
and over the hymn Nearer My God To 
Thee. As day broke, they quietly dis- 
persed. An era was over. And Jazz 
miisic went out from the city, to 
spread completely around the world 
in the next thirty years. 

Buddy Bolden never knew what he 
had helped to make. He rested brood- 
ing in the mental home, unconscious 
of the outside world, until 1931 when 
he died. Hardly anybody knew; Ijard- 
ly anybody cared. 


COLLEGE DAZE 
College Kid: Who's that? 
Old Grad: A girl I used to 

*'^S)llIge Kid: Really? Where? 
Old Grad: In history. 









SCIENCE EDITORIAL 


Doctors Report '^Miracle'' 
Royal Jelly May Change Your 
Whole Life! 

Here is the thrilling story of Royal Jelly . . . bringing new 
hope to countless thousands of men and women over 35 . . . 


by William Duval 

S<i*nc« feofur* Writer 
NEW YORK. N. Y. 

A 

lA An amazing scientific discoV' 
ery, just recently made available 
through the combined efforts of 
Scientists who have, after years 
of testing in Medical Laborator- 
ies, developed this wonderful 
substance in combination with 
eight important and essential 
vitamins in an easy to take cap- 
sule form. The powers of Royal 
Jelly, have been tested over many 
years. Each year has seen new 
developments, new proof, as men 
and women from many countries 
of the world have begun to feel 
the amazing benefits of this high- 
ly beneficial Queen Bee’s Food. 
(The price of Royal Jelly was 
quoted as high as $500.00 per 
ounce in its initial introduction 
to the U.S.) Now, thanks to the 
■Jreless efforts of research scien- 
tists, a way has been found to 
make this wonder working mir- 
acle food of the Queen Bee avail- 
able to the public in comparative- 
ly inexpensive, easy-to-take, oral 
capsule form. 

The men of Medical Science 
who have experimented with 
Royal Jelly, claim that Royal 
Jelly will perform the function of 
increasing MEN and WOMEN’S 
WANING POWERS. 



Discoverer of Instalin 
Dr. Frederick Banting 


"The mo$t eomijUte Seientifie Report 
on Kof/al Jellti wat prepared under'‘_the 
direelion of Dr. Frederick Banting, the 
discover of Insulin, at the Banting Insti- 
tute in Canada. Royal Jelly u-a« found 
to be rich <n proteins an^ vitamins, with 
a particularly high concentration of 
pantothenic acid, the vitamin of the im- 
portant B-Complex group, that has to 
do with increasing the life span in 
animat*. 

"TEXAS A & M COLLEGE has been 
conducting experiments on Royal 
Jelly . . ." 

"PROFESSOR G. F, TOWNSEND of 
ONTARIO AGRICULTURAL COL- 
LEGE is r«*uminp research on Royal 
Jelly . . ." 

"Dr. T. H. McGAVACK has agreed to 
conduct experiments in Longevity with 
human beings fed Ropai Jelly . , ." 

leading Medical Authori- 
ties in France/ England 
and Germany 

Attest that Royal Jelly contains vital nu- 
tritional factors necessary to the health 
nnd well-being of mammals. Royal Jelly 
has been acclaimed as one of the richest 
natural sources of Vigor and Vitality. 


Royal Jelly... The Queen 
Bee'o Special Food.. .Its 
Secret of Prolonged Life! 

Royal Jelly is totally unlike 
honey, and has baffled Scientists 
since the 1700’s. In 189<, some of 
the mystery was dispelled when 
Leonard Bordas, a French Scien- 
tist, discovered that Royal Jelly 
is secreted by special glands lo- 
cated in the head of worker bees 
whose job is to nurse the Queen. 

Intrigued by the strange lon- 
gevity and extraordinary sexual 
powers of the Queen Bee, lead- 
ing Scientists in France, Ger- 
many, Mexico, Italy, Canada and 
U.S. have been tryingdo discover 
the Secret Factor in Royal Jelly 
that so benefits the Queen Bee. 

It is not surprising that Royal 
Jelly has attracted Medical At- 
tention throughout the world . . . 
Here' is the substance, the sole 
diet of the Queen Bee in which 
lies the secret of. the difference 
between her and the rest of the 
hive. For the Queen lives to 6 
years, whereas the 20 to 40 thou- 
Mnd worker bees and the few 
hundred drones live but a few 
short months. The Queen Bee 
larvae looks like all the rest, in- 
cluding those of the female 
worker bees. But only SHE is 
fertile, producing some 400,000 
eggs annually. 

Her food is ROYAL JELLY, 
secreted from the glands of the 
worker bees. The ingredients are 
nectar and pollen from the flow- 
ers, plus honey, combined in a 
mysterious way by Nature to 
make up the “miracle food’’ 
ROYAL JELLY... 


Royal Jelly Reported to 
Help These Over 35 
Sofleriag From: 

Mental Depression . . . Loss of Appetite 
. . . Sexual Weakness . . . Digestive Dis. 
tui bances. .. Headaches ... Loa- of Vigor 
. . . Nervousness . . . Vague Aches and 
Pains . . . Irritability. 


Royal Jelly May Mean 
"New Life" Alter 35 


Reports from Europe tell of a 
80 year old Gentleman who: 
physical condition would make 
50 year old envious. The ma 
regularly partakes of Roys 
Jelly. According to a book pul 
lished in England, when Russia 
Officials sent questionnaires 1 
all the Centenarians (people ov« 
100 years old) in the Sovit 
Union, more than half of thei 
turned out to be beekeepers. 

From France and German 
come amazing Scientific Repon 
of outstanding results obtaine 
with Royal Jelly. One Frenc 
Authority writes of a woma 
oyer 40 feeling increased sexu: 
vitality, and of a wonderful fee 
ing of “youth and well-being 
that resulted from continued us 
of Royal Jelly. 

At this moment, in Leadin 
Universities, Scientists and Ni 
tritionists and Medical Doctoi 
are doing extensive work to d< 
Umine the exact role that Roys 
Jelly may play in Your Sex Lif 
Your Health and Your Em< 
tional Condition. These researcl 
ers are especially interested i 
its effects on those who ha\ 
passed middle age. They ai 
working on Royal Jelly becaus 
this rare NATURAL FOOD ha 
been indicated to contain remarl 
able energy and Sex Factors. 


How would you like to awaken 
one morning and find your.^ielf 
possessed with a marvelous sense 
of “well-being,” full of New Pep 
and Vitality? Wouldn’t it be won- 
derful if you could feel renewed 
vigor and enjoy a “new lease 
on life?” Now . . . Scientists say 
this may happen to you! 

• 

Famous Doctor Praises 
Royal Jelly 

Doctor Paul Niehans, famous Swiss 
Surgeon and experimenter with 
Hormones says: “ROYAL JELLY is 
an activator of the gUrds”. . . Dr.' 
Niehans discovered that many minor 
disabilities which bother millions of 
people such as tireuness, irritability, 
headaches, inson.nia, physical and 
spiritual convulsions, were easy to 
cure with the Cellular Therapeutics 
of the Secretion of the bees which 
we call Royal Jelly. 

This wonder working “elixir,” 
ROYAL JELLY, was rare and in- 
accessible in quantity in this coun- 
try. It was not until recently that it 
was brought to the attention of the 
Americ-nn People. Leading National 
Magazines and Newspapers featured 
it in a glowing report, and Feature 
Columnists from coast to coast 
began to tell the important story of 
Royal Jelly. 

• 

Royal Jelly Safe to Use, 
Say Doctors 

“Royal Jelly” contains LIVING 
NATURAL SUBSTANCES benefi- 
cial to men and women, reported 
Doctors attending The Second Inter- 
national Congress for Biogenetics. 

Dr. De Pomiade, 80 year old 
French Scientist and the Senior 
among the Physicians and Bio- 
chemists attending the Congress, 
said the Bee Secretion might have 
been known to Ancient Indians, 
Greeks and Romans, and might have 
been the "food for the Gods” or 
“Nektar” mentioned in the Myth- 
ology of these Countries. 

Scientists and Doctors have re- 
ported on Research conducted over a 
period of 20 years that “Royal Jelly” 
is perfectly safe for Humans. ..That 
“ROYAL JELLY” is an excellent 
Nutritional Supplement, containing 
Natural Vitamins in extremely high 
concentration which are considered 
to be of the greatest value to human 
health, energy and sexual vitality. 


Royal Jelly Won Approval 
Before Congress of 5,000 
Doctors in Karlsruhe 

The General Consensus of Opinion 
of the Doctors who had performed 
research on Royal Jelly was that it 
was found to be an excellent tonic 
for the nerves, and that it provided 
one with an almost iminediate feel- 
ing of "well-being.” In some cases 
depression disappeared, natural vi- 
tality was restored, and a more 
youthful disposition was the pa- 
tient’s reward. Royal Jelly has been 
known to improve the memory, nor- 
malize sexual capacities, and help 
alleviate some of the ills of age. Re- 
searchers have attributed Royal 
Jelly’s potency to vitamins and/or 
horrnones. But the most recent 
opinion is that its stimulating quali- 
ties will eventually be attributed to 
a “NATURAL X-FACTOR,” which 
can not be produced syntlietically. 

One of the finest Royal Jelly 
formulas available today, without 
prescription, is "JENASOL RJ 
FORMULA 60”, which combines 
eight important and essential vita- 
mins with the Natural Food of the 
Queen Bee, "ROYAL JELLY,” plus 
pure Natural Wheat Germ Oil (Vit. 
E). Using just one easy-to-take 
JENASOL CAPSULE each day, you 
may yet discover, as have thousands 
of others, that you can FEEL GOOD 
AGAIN! 


UEN ASOL 

introduces royal JELLY 



Fountain 
Of Youth 
"Cotktail” 
For The 

Queen 

Bee 


Tranquility And Blessed 
Relief May Await The 
Royal Jelly User 

Here Are Some of the Symptoms 
of Approaching Old Age which 
Make Men and Women ever 35 
feel devitalized and "played out” 
before their timetf 
PHYSICALLY. MENTALLY arrd EMO- 
TIONALLY • “Humpn Dynamos" slow 
down * Dizziness * Weak feeling * Vague 
aches and pains ■ ^istlesa, ‘'di.n’t care 
attitude” • Lacks'^ recuperating power 

• Fatigues easily ‘' Fails to get rest from 
sleep * Sexual weakness ■ Loss of mental 
efficiency and ability • Unable to make 
simple decisions ■ Can't concentrate ■ 
Nervousness * Tense feeling • Moodiness 
■ Lack of emotional control * Loss of 
interest in work « Loss of self-confidence 

• Feeling of futility • Worries needlessly 

• Fear of F\iture • Insecurity • Failing 
memory • No zest for life • Difficult to 
get along with * Embarrassed 


Observations by Doctors 
of the Karlsruhe Medical 
Congress 


• Royal Jelly gives 
new energy to 
those in a weak- 
ened state, and 
greater vigor, more 
physical strength 
and spiritual 
strength to the 
healthy. 

• Royal Jelly alle- 
viates suffering of 
men and women in 
(heir critical >.*ars 

manner. 

■ Royal Jelly acts 
on weakened, tired 
eyes, giving in- 
stantty a sensation 
of new light. 

• Feelings of tired- 
ness disappear im- 
mediately on tak- 


ing a minimum of 
Royal Jelly. 

• Royal Jelly gives 
a feeling of in- 
c re ased sexual 
drive and energy, 
especially to men 
and women over 
40. 

■ Glandular studies 
may lead to new 
hope for men and 
women. 

• Royal Jelly per- 
mits prolonged in- 
tellectual work 
without tiring. 

• Royal Jelly pr<^ 
duces a pleasing 
state of relaxed 
well-being and 
eases tension. 



Easy To Swallow Capsule 
Form 

It is no longer necessary to take expen- 
sive injections or pav exorbitant fees for 
ROYAL JELLY BENEFITS. You get 
the much wanted results by swallowing 
CONCENTRATED JENASOL RJ FOR- 
MULA 60 CAPSULES, daily, according 
to directions. The capsule dissolves, re- 
leasing the super forces of Royal Jelly 
which go to work immediately. Inside 
your own body, and help improve your 
own natural functions which may have 
become deficient. 

Effects can be felt more quickly with 
the double potency SUPER-STRENGTH 
FORMULA but satisfactory results are 
ABSOLUTELY MONEY BACK GUAR- 
ANTEED with either Formula. Take as 
directed and unless you are completely 
delighted with your progress, your money 
will be returned promptly on request. 
YOU DO NOT RISK A CENT. 


See How Jenosol RJ 60 
Capsules May Help You 

Today, we are proud to be able to place 
this wonderful NEW PRODUCT in your 
hands. "JENASOL” Capsules contain 10 
times the minimum daily requirement of 
Vitamin B-1 and more than IV^ times the 
requirements of Vitamin C, plus a full 
range of other Important Vitamins. We 
feel "JENASOL FORMULA" is truly 
the finest "SUPER TONIC" ever devel- 
oped . . . it's so potent that one capsule, 
taken in the morning, carries you 
through the entire day. But we don't 
ask you to take our word for it. Simply 
use these capsules, in single or double 
strength concentration. FREE. You 
don't buy them. You try "JENASOL” 
at our expense ! 


Take ''Jenasol RJ Formula 
Capsules" Entirely on 
Approval! 

We feel so sure that "JENASOL" may 
be the blessing you have been seeking, 
that we offer it to you on a complete 
NO RISK. Money Back Guarantee. Take 
one JENASOL CAPSULE each day. 
Then if you are not completely satis- 
fied they have helped you to feel young- 
er, to enjoy sounder steep, to have a 
calmer disposition, and to lead a fuller, 
more enjoyable life, your money will be 
refunded, promptly and without ques- 
tion. Simply return the empty bottle and 
your "JENASOL" CAPSULES have 
cost you nothing. What could be fairer? 
You try "JlJNASOL" at our expense, 
and you are the only judge cf their effec- 
tiveness. You must be thrilled with the 
wonderful results. BUT THIS OFFER 
IS NECESSARILY UMITED as the 
supply of Roval Jelly is. each day. in 
GREATER DEMAND. (ROYAL JELLY 
is a completely NATURAL PRODUCT, 
hence only limited quantities can be 
allocated to JENASOL.) 

Don't delay . . . Get started immedi- 
ately using this "MIRACLE" NATU- 
RAL FOOD that may help you feel good 
again . . . that may lead you to enjoy a 
new "lease on life." 




No Doctor's Prescription is neces 
sary. If. for any reaaon. ROYAL 
JELLT fatla to aatlafy you, your 
money will be refunded In full. 
Try it at our expenae ! . . . JEN- 
A^L CO.. World'a Largest Dla- 
trlbutora of Royal Jelly CapaUle.s. 



Men and Women Agents Wanted. 
Write for Free LHeroture. 


DOCTORS: Write on your letterhead for Clinical Samples 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


DEPT. ] 


} JENASOL CO.J25 E. 46 St. New York 17, N.Y. ,V-78 . } 


I Please send me the complete JENASOL R. J. PORMl'LA Plan as mark.-d ! 
• below; I enclose t cash, check or Money Order. The very first capsules I 

I must help me to feel better or my money will be refunded promptly and without I 

■ question. (I save up to 32.00 by sending payment with order. JENASOL C'u ■ 
ships postage paid.) | 

I □ Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 30 Day JENASOL PLAN: % 5,00 1 

I □ Send Double Strengfh ROYAL JELLY 30 l>ay JENASOL PLAN; % 7.50 I 

I □ Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 60 Day JENASOL PLAN; $ 9.00 I 

I □ Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 60 Day JENASOL PLAN: 513.50 j 

I □ Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 120 Day JENASOL PLAN: $20.00 j 


1 Name 
I Address 

I City 


Zone . State 

Q I enclose $1.00 deposit, please ship C.O.D. 

ALL ORDERS Rl SHED TO VOl' IN PL.\1N WRAPPER 


59 




MANY WITH 
- ARTIST 
ILLUSTRATIONS 


FABULOUS 

PHOTOS 

YOU'LL 

NEVER 

FORGET! 


PRIVATE EDITIONS 

Mailing Address 
BOX 46856, DEPT. AT- 1 
LOS ANGELES 46, CALIFORNIA 


STRAIGHT FROM THE 
ORIGINALS 
THOSE SHOCKING 


m STORIES 

A fantastic opportunity 
^ Jj^ ^ to obtain o daring, pri- 

k vitely printed edition 
featuring those rare 
story favorites you 
^ used to pass along on 
typewritten pages. 
Some you'll remember, 
many you've never 
seen, all in their orig- 
inal form. Every descrip- 
non vivid. They'll leave 
you breathless! 


Sent in Plain 
Vi^rapper. Rush 
cosh, check or 
money order; no 

cod's! 


THE MIDGET AND THE 
DUCHESS • THE YOUNG 
LADY AND HER DOG • I 
WAS CAPTIVE TO SIX 
WOMEN • DAY IN LIFE 
OF A TRAVELING SALES- 
MAN • SHE STOOPS TO 
CONQUER, and many oth- 
ers, each more sensational 
than the next. Guaranteed ! 


SENSATIONAL 
PRICE 
LIMITED 
EDITION 


PARTY CUSSICS 



Spicy photos for adults... 
the kind that’ll make an 
artist blush. Full-blown 
beauties. 

Why pay 500* more? 
Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money back. Rush $1 to: 


Sensational Photo Offer 

Box 46744, Hollywood 
46, Calif., Dept, y.3 


TRY ME ON A 
MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 
8mni MOVIE . S3 
IGimn MOVIE .$6 
8 -4115 PHOTOS $2 
S -2«2 SLIOES S2 

Ruth Coth. Chech. Me. 

S.K. E . BOX 228 

Culver Cily | Celil. 


THE MILLER'S STORY 

{Continued from page 48} 

ing it. He must of had a tin box full 
of bills he got off the graft on the 
Town Hall Building, that he didn’t 
dare put in the bank. I could see he 
was worried. 

So anyway, for a couple of days I 
give him a hand hauling all the stuff 
downstairs up into the bedroom. 
Alison hung around and watched. But 
the old man wouldn’t tell her what 
was going on. I’d warned him that 
she might get scared, and go off to 
town. That put the fear of God into 

him. I told him just to leave her sit 
in the house, she’d be okay on the 
upstairs because according to my cal- 
culations the water wouldn’t get up 
that far. 

Then after that I went up on the 
hill to wait for rain. I didn’t have to 
wait too long. After three days it be- 
gan to come down pretty good, and 
in the evening I strolled down the 
hill to the old contractor’s. “Here she 
comes,’’ I said. “I guess you better give 
me the stuff you want to save to take 
up on the hill. I’ll look out for it.” 

“No, no,” he said, just like I fig- 
ured. “I’ll take her up there myself.” 

'Do it any way you like,” I said, 
shrugging. “It’s no skin off my nose. 
I’m going into town and get a beer.” 
So I went out into the rain and down 
the road a bit, and hid under an old 
culvert. Pretty soon I heard the door 
shut, and the old man go up the hill. 

I waited a little longer, maybe a half 
an hour, and then I crawled out of 
the culvert, sneaked into the house, 
and went upstairs. Out the window I 
could see the lights on the little shack, 
and I figured the old man was sitting 
up there with the box clutched in his 
hand, waiting for the flood. 

And then I remembered the tele- 
scope. Chances were pretty good the 
old boy was using it. So when I went 
upstairs I dropped down onto my 
hands and knees, and that was the 
way I crawled into Alison’s room. 

She was lying up in bed, reading a 
movie magazine. “What the hell are 
you doing here,” she said. 

“You know what I’m doing here,” 
I said, still lying on the floor out of 
range of the telescope. 

“Come on down here, sugarpie,” I 
said, “where we can talk.” 

“Silly boy,” she said. “Not for a mil- 
lion dollars.” 

Well we jawed back and forth for 
about thirty seconds, and then she 
scrawled down off the bed like an 


otter slipping into the water. “Prop 
up that magazine there on the pillow 
so’s the old man can see a corner of 
it,” I said. 

She did it, and then we snuck out 
into the hall and down to another 
bedroom where the lights were off, 
and tumbled into bed. The first thing 
I did was unwrap all that blonde hair 
of hers, and twist It around me like a 
sheet. Boy it was silky, and slippery 
like I don’t know what, and I laid my 
hand on here here and there just to 
make her squeal for a while. And then 
after a while we got down to business. 
She carried on in a great way, whoop- 
ing and hollering, and giggling fit to 
kill, and I got afraid the old man 
would hear us; but by that time I 
didn’t care. 

So we went round and round, for a 
couple of hours; and then I heard a 
little scratching noise at the window, 
and I got scared that the old man was 
coming back. “Go see what it is,” I 
said. 

So she got up and went out. I heard 
her open the window, and then I 
heard the voice of the pimpy looking 
magazine salesman. He had got a lad- 
der up against the window, and was 
putting on a pitch. Oh, he went on 
and on, how he would die if she didn’t 
give it to him, and like that for fifteen 
minutes. After awhile I got cold, and 
crawled out around the corner to see 
what was going on. 

“Please, then just give me a kiss,” 
the magazine salesman was saying. 
“Just one little kiss.” 

Alison thought about this for a min- 
ute. Then she said, “If I give you a 
kiss, will you promise to go away?” 

“Yes, yes,” he said. 

Well it was dark as pitch. So instead 
of bending down, Alison turned right 
around, and stuck her beautiful round 
back out the window. Then Alison 
began to giggle. That gave away the 
show. The salesman started to swear, 
and then he went down the ladder, 
swearing the whole way. 

So I grabbed Alison, and we went 
back to the bedroom, and took up 
where we left off, which was right in 
the middle of the darlingest part. 

So it got later, and later. We were 
worked up into a pretty good lather, 
you can bet. By and by I felt the call 
of nature. I excused myself politely, 
and started down the hall. And just 
then I heard the little scratching at 
the window again. “What the hell,” 
I said to myself, “that magazine sales- 
man has come back again.” 






Sure enough, in another minute I 
heard him saying, “Please little dar- 
ling, just one more kiss, just one 
more.” Well that got me. So I went 
over to the window myself. Raising 
my voice up as high as I could, I said, 
“Here, dearest, come get a little kiss.” 
And laughing to myself, I stuck my 
tailbone out the window. 

It was a dumb thing to do. All at 
once a sudden pain went over me, like 
I was on fire. I jumped up from the 
window, I was stinging and shoot- 
ing fire to beat ihe devil. That smart 
- salesman had jabbed up straight with 
a hot cigar, the biggest kind you could 

I get. My damn, I was a hurting fellow! 
"Water, water,” I bellowed out to Ali- 
son, like a bull stuck on an electric 
fence. 

That was the second dumb thing I 
did. All at once I heard the door of the 
shack slam, and the old man, think- 
ing the flood had reached the second 
floor, came running down to rescue 
his darling Alison. 

With my bottom smarting from the 
cigar so I could hardly think, I grab- 
bed up my clothes and lit out of there 
as fast as I could go, trailing the 
smell of burning flesh behind me. I 
kept on going until I was a half a mile 
down the road, and then I dressed out 
in the pouring rain, and slunk back 

into town and bought a bus ticket for 
other places. 

And that was the end of that. So 
you can draw your own conclusions 
about an old man marrying a young 
wife. I still don’t know. But every time 
I get ideas about a pretty little girl 
I see going by, I just reach into my 
hip pocket and finger the scar tissue 
! that’s there. It puts me off a little. 

I But not too much. 

I 

THE MAN WHO WAS MISTAKEN 

Continued from page 45 

i with his whole hand. It was a little 
sore. But there was no real pain. It 
ought to be, he thought angrily. It 
ought to be God damn near off, the 
way that fellow slugged it. 

Above, the water stopped running, 
and shortly he heard the springs 
creak as Myra slipped down between 
the covers. Eddie pulled the leg back, 
and straightened it again. He repeat- 
ed the action twice fast. Plainly, the 
leg was not broken. Then he lay back 
on the floor, and rolled over on his 
stomach, horror and disappointment 
Ailing him. 

Sooner or later he would have to 


go up. But not yet; not just now. He 
could see a foot from his face the 
wet snow which had fallen from My- 
ra’s hat. As he watched it melted 
slowly, from the outside toward the 
inside, leaving a little pool of water 
which would be gone in the morning. 

After awhile he began sobbing. 


SEX IN GREENWICH VILLAGE 

Continued from page 31 


wanted him desperately, wanted him 
all to herself. 

In the end, of course, she lost him 
to a blousey, dyed-blonde with enor- 
mous busts and full hips. She was 
sick to her stomach for a week there- 
after, and had finally to go out to the 
country to recover herself. She is over 
it now. But she has gone back to her 
old, petulant ways: busy bossing 

around the educated, polished sons 
of New York’s monied aristocracy. 

Of all the Greenwich Village girls, 
the most • evident is the profession 
party type. Slightly dumpy, with hips 
and breasts plainly made for pro- 
ducing babies, she wears wide leather 
belts and abstract jewelry of her own 
making, usually set with rakish sand- 
als. She loves parties. Parties make 
her feel good. Sometimes she plays 
guitar, or sings dirty folk songs. The 
excitement is glorious, she is happy 
and game for anything. 

And then suddenly it is four o’clock. 
The crowd is thinning out, the couples 
are pairing-off. Frantically she realizes 
the fun is over. She looks around 
through the litter of dirty glasses and 
smoldering cigarette butts. The only 
men left are a couple of drunken col- 
lege boys, or a dirty artist, burning 
moodily in a corner. In preference to 
the college boys, who are too bour- 
geois for her, she picks on the artist. 
For a moment they talk. “Do you 
know of another party?” she says. 

“All closed up,” he says. 

“I suppose we better go to bed, 
then,” she says. And off they go, usu- 
ally to her own pad, where she can 
at least be comfortable. 

She is not really interesed in mak- 
ing love. But somehow, with the party 
over, she feels let-down, depressed, 
uneasy, as if there were still some- 
thing unattended to. The purpose of 
the love-making is to put a cap on 
the evening, finish it off neatly, to 
collect all the loose ends. And be- 
sides, it’ll make her sleep. 



"If Husbands ^ 
Only Knew—' 


“Best man- 
ual to give.** 
— Ohio State 
Medical 
Journal 








If husbands only knew 
how much they are miss 
ing they would not wait 
another moment to read 
“Sex Life in Marriage.’’ i 
Many men (even those ' 
who have been married , 
a long time) don’t get | 
half the delight because 
they don’t know the | 
knack of sexual inter- 
course! I 

WHO IS TO 
BLAME? 

But this is not all. 
What of the wife? In 
all -too -many cases she 
is cheated out of her sex ' 
rights. The sex act be- 
comes a one-sided affair. I 
The husband thinks his 
wife is at fault. The wife 1 
thinks her husband is to 
blame. The marriage it- 
self is in danger! 

TELLS WHAT TO 
DO AND HOW 

Actually, both must 
learn exactly what to do 
before, during, and after 
sexual intercourse. In 
“Sex Life in Marriage.” 
Dr. O. M. Butterfield 
gives detailed directions 
to both husband and wife. 

Using plain words, this 
famous Marriage Coun- 
sellor tells what must be 
done, and what must not 
be done! The “Secrets” 
of sex life are clearly 
revealed, husband and 
wife fall in love anew — 
the home is held to- 
gether! Worry and anxi- 
ety disappear. 

Sex mastery replaces 
doubt. Married life be- 
comes doubly delightful 
because the joys of mar- 
riage are shared by both! 

MONEY-BACK 

GUARANTEE 

Mail coupon for 5 
days’ free reading of 
“Sex Life in Marriage.” 
If not delighted, return 
it. You do not risk a 
penny! Mail coupon now! 


WITH 
ILLUSTRATIONS 


[l^atest sex pacts] 


Part of Contents 

The Sex Side of Marriage < 
Sex Organs— Details 
Disappointed Wives , 

Need for Satisfactory Sex 
Life in Marriage 
Sex Rights of Married 
Couples 

The -Female Sex Organs: < 
Described and Explained 
The Male Sex Organs: , 

Described and Explained 
Sensation-Providing Areas 
When Sex Power Fails \ 

Technique of Sexual I 

Intercourse r 

Effect on Wife: on Husband j 
Sex Intercourse Must be / 
Learned 1 

When Husband and Wife J 
. Cannot Keep Pace \ 

> Frequency of Intercourse J 

The Right to Refuse \ 

i Unequal Sex Desire I 

Pregnancy / 

L When a Child is Wanted \ 
'Safest Positions During I 
, Pregnancy \ 

) Intercourse After the I 

Change of Life \ 

f Truth About Birth Control 1 
Sex Relations Before c 

k Marriage 

Temporary Loss of Sex . 

. Power 

' Value of Love-Play 
Driving One’s Lover Into* 

) the Arms of Another 
Sexual Slowness in Women 1 
LSex Stimulation Methods 
Signs of Sex Desire < 

kThe Unresponsive Wife 
'The Bridal Night 
. Positions for Sex ' 

^ Intercourse with 

Recommendations ‘ 

^The Several “Steps” of 
' Coitus i 

I Prolonging Sex Union 
Coitus Without Orgasm 
Easing Sex Tension 
Impotence 

The Frigid Wife ' 

Making the Honeymoon 
Last Forever < 

The Climax of the Sex Act 
12 Rules for 1 

Happy Marriage 


SEX CHARTS AND EXPLANATIONS 

Female Sex Organs, front and side views . . . 
The Internal Sex Organs . . . The External Sex 
Organs . . . Entrance to Fefnale Genital Parts 
. . . Male Sex Organs, front and side views . . . 
Male Reproductive Cel!, front and side views. 

^healthcrTf" " .7* dept. "”l*" " " * 

■ 247 West 19th St.. New York 11, N. Y. 

■ Rend me “Sex Life in Marriage” in plain wrapper 
marked “Personal.” I will pay $1.98 and few cents 

I posiage on delivery. I MU.ST BE DELIGHTED or 1 will 
return book within 5 days and you will refund purchase 
price. (I am over 21 years old.) 


■ j I CHECK HERE if you wish to enrinse $1.98 M 
I I with coupon, thus saving delivery charges. (Same m 
^ * I Money-back Guarantee, of course.) 

(Canadian & foreign orders, no C.O.D., enclose $2.50) 







VIVA RITA 


Recently starring in a road pro- 
duction of Will Success Spoil Rock 
Hunter? Rita Grable proved to 
critics that she can fill the spot 
usually played by Jayne Mansfield 
with ease. This came as a surprise 
to everyone who thought the beau- 
tiful (38-24-37) blonde was more 
than satisfied with her former role 
as an exotic dancer. 

Success in ‘Success’ has brought 
Rita a film contract with Universal 
where she is being groomed as a 
new blonde star, a la Marilyn Mon- 
roe. We don’t know what the critics 
will say about her first film but we 
say: VIVA RITA! 
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Looks like Marilyn Monroe doesn't she 
But don't be fooled men. 

It's really a Grable named Rita. 


Zales of Venus 


A father and his son were both 
having an affair with a shapely 
young girl. She soon surprised them 
both with the announcement that 
she was going to have a baby. Both 
men blamed each o*ther for their 
amour’s predicament. In the mid- 
dle of this muddle the father was 
called to another city for some im- 
portant business. While he was 
gone the girl was confined in the 
hospital. 

As soon as the son learned of 
the result he quickly wired his fa- 
ther: “Joan gave birth to twins. 
Mine died.” 



At a court hearing in the Ozarks 
a group of four boys were accused 
of contributing to Mary-Ann’s de- 
linquency. “Yes,” Mary-Ann ac- 
knowledged, “Sam was one. And 
Bill and Joe were the others.” 

“But that’s only three,” the judge 
said. “How about Charlie, wasn’t 
he there too?” “Oh sure,” said 
Mary-Ann. “But Charlie is my 
cousin.” 

« * 

Two cats were high on the horse 
and talking grandly to each other. 

1st cat: “I think I’ll buy all the 
diamond mines in the world and 
corner the market. 

2nd cat: “I’m not ^o sure I'm 
willing to sell.” 






Girl: I’ve been out with the en- 
tire football team and I haven’t 
slept with one of them yet. 
Friend: Which one? 


A psychologist is a scientist who 
tries to find out if infants have as 
much fun in infancy as adults do 
in adultery. 

* # ♦ 

With his wife out of town for the 
weekend the Casanova brought his 
girl friend home for a night’s en- 
tertainment. Unfortunately, the 
young lady came unprepared so the 
guy looked around the house for 
the device his wife usually used but 
came back empty-handed with the 
explanation: “I guess she doesn’t 
trust me. She took it with her.” 



. . . And we can’t even remove 
our space helmets! 


Luke got himself a job as the 
janitor in the girl’s dormitory of 
a well known Eastern college. The 
house-mother handed him the pass 
key to each room and asked: 
“Would ten dollars a day be all 
right with you?” 

After a slight pause Luke replied: 
“I don’t know if I can afford to 
pay that much or not, ma’am.” 
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WILL YOU SPEND ‘2 

TO SAVE YOUR HAIR? 



How many hard-earned dollars have you 
spent to save your hair? How many hair 
tonics, gadgets, restorers, electrical de 
vices, have you tried in the last few * 
years — with no success? How many | 
times after an unsuccessful hair-grow- I 
ing attempt have you sworn not to 1 
spend another cent on another hair I 
treatment? 

Yet, you buy the next product f ^ 
that comes on the market with hair- TH 
growing claims. W 

Stand in front of a mirror, take a I 
long hard look at the top of your head. 
What have you to show for the money 
you spent on hair restorers? Do you have 
as much hair as one year ago? Do you see 
any signs of new hair, or new hair growth? 
Why the failure? 


your scalp with the amazing scalp 
medicine called Ward's Formula. 


seconds. Ward's Formula 
kills the three parasitic germ or- 
^ ' C ganisms retarding normal hair 

M growth. This swift germicidal ac- 
^ tion has been proven in scientific 
tests by a world-famous testing lab- 
oratory (copy of laboratory report 
• sent on request). Ward's removes in- 

J fectious dandruff, stops scalp itch, 
brings hair-naurishing blood to the 
mpp scalp, tends to normalize very dry or oily 

scalp. In brief Ward's Formula corrects 
the ugly symptoms of seborrhea, stops the 
tip hair loss it causes. Ward's Formula has been 

^ tried by more than 350,000 men and women 
onourfamousDouble-Your-Money-BackGuar- 
antee. Only 1.9% of these men and women 
jj. were not helped by Ward's and asked for their 

double refund. This is truly an amazing performance. 

Why not join the men and women who have successfully 
ended their troubles? Treat your scalp with Ward's Formula. 
Try it at our risk. In only 10 days you must see and feel the 
rncirked improvement in your scalp and hair. Yaur dandruff 
li.- ;t be gone. Your scalp itch must stop. Your hair must look 
ti'ii ' er, more attractive, and alive. Your excessive hair loss 
n- 'op. You must bo completely satisfied — in only 10 days 
the improved condition of your scalp and hair, or 
simp! return the unused portion for Double Your Money Back. 


Doctors who have spent a lifetime studying 
hair and hair growth have concluded that nothing ^ 

now known can grow hair on a bald head. So, if you 
are bald, prepare to spend the rest of your life that way. 
Accept it philosophically and quit spending hard-earned 
dollars on hair growers. 

If you can't grow hair — what can you do? Can you stop 
excessive hair loss? Can you save the hair you still have? Can 
you increase the life expectancy of your hair? Probably. 
Please read every word in the rest of this statement carefully, 
since it may mean the difference to you between saving your 
hair and losing the rest of it to eventual BALDNESS. 


HOW TO SAVE YOUR HAIR 


So why delay? Delay may cost your hair. 

Ward Lubctafories, Inc., 19 West 44 Street, N. Y. 36, N. Y < 1956 


Itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, very dry or oily scalp, are 
symptoms of the scalp disease called seborrhea. These scalp 
symptoms are often warnings of approaching baldness. Not 
every case of seborrhea results in baldness, but doctors now 
know that men and women who have this scalp disease usu- 
ally lose their hair. 

Seborrhea is believed caused by three parasitic germ or- 
ganisms (staphylococcus albus, pityrosporum ovale, micro- 
bacillus). These germs first infect the sebaceous glands and 
later spread to the hair follicles. The hair follicles atrophy, 
no longer can produce new hairs. The result is '"thinning" hair 
and baldness. 

AAany men and women suffer needless worry and heartache 
as they peer into the mirror at their retreating hairlines. 
Worse, they suffer needless loss of hair because today sebor- 
rhea can be controlled— quickly and effectively -by treating 


Doctors and hospitals can obtain professional 
samples of Ward's Formula on written request. 


Ward Laboratories, Inc. DEPT. 6307B 
19 West 44 Street, New York 36, N. Y. 

Rush Ward's Formulo to me at once. I must be completely satisfied 
in only 10 doys c.r you GUARANTEE refund of DOUBLE MY 
MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


City Zone . ... State 

0 Enclosed find $2, send postpaid (check, cash, money order) 
Q Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $2 plus postal charges. 
Canada, foreign, APO, FPO, add 50® — No C.O.D- 


DOUBLE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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MALE FOR VENUS 

PRO AND CON 

Since I first ran across your great 
magazine for men at my locai news- 
stand I’ve had to reserve it. You seii 
out in less than one day. And it 
you’re not first in line, you’ve missed 
your copy of ’VENUS for the month. 
Keep up the good work and you'H 
keep up the good sales. 

Robert V. Gordon 
New York City 
* * * 

I’d also like to get into the act 
even though I'm a girl, by sending 
you one big kiss for your wonderful 
magazine. I'm sure there isn’t another 
men’s book around that compares 
with VENUS. Your publication is tops 
with me. 

Jean Morton 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

# * ^ 

■When I first read your title on the 
stands I thought, ah-ha! Now here’s 
a nifty little magazine that will keep 
me happy on some cool spring eve- 
ning. But when I read VENUS I 
was greatly disappointed. Gentlemen, 
you’ve done this part of the male pop- 
ulation of Waco real wrong. 

Charlie Foster 
Waco, Texas 

Solly, Cholly. You can't please every- 
body all the time. But you must ad- 
mit we do try as you can see by the 
two comments that have preceded 
yours, 

* « <1 

JAZZY 

I must admit I was quite surprised 
to see such a good Jazz column in 
your last issue of VENUS. It’s very 
rare when a men’s magazine comes 
up with the caliber of material that 
you have in your magazine. By the 
way, the girls weren’t bad either. 

Thomas J. Lawes 
Rome, New York 

Thank you Tom, right from the bot- 
tom of VENUS’ . . . er . . . heart. You’ll 
be glad to see another good column 
of contemporary jazz this month. 

* * # 

THE GAL BACK HOME 

I think my fiancee (Norma Jean 
Davis) is far prettier than any of the 
females you have in your magazine. 
She may not be as large as the pro- 
fessional models you have in VENUS 
but what she has, she wears well. I 
tried to get a photograph showing her 
charms but she said no dice until 
after the splicing. So be on the look- 
out for a pretty snappy shot of Norma 
Jean in about a month. 

Arthur L. Konklin 
Chicago, 111, 

We’ll be waiting Arthur, but in the 
mean time our readers can keep them- 
selves happy ivith the girls we do have 
in VENUS. 




SEX IN 

GREENWICH VILLAGE 


The King of 
The Prostitutes 


THE TROUBLE WITH 
MRS. BENTON 


The Nude 
In Photography 


Special Feature: 

A HAREM TALE 


FOR ADULTS ONLY! 
The Artist’s 
Model 




